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..PREFACE.. 


HIS  little  volume  of  Songs  has  been  prepared  for 
use  in  our  Schools  and  Homes.  In  making  the 
selections  the  chief  aim  of  the  author  has  been  to  bring 
together  a  group  of  songs  the  words  of  which  would  be 
of  a  high  literary  merit,  and  set  to  music  chaste,  sweet, 
and  sufficiently  varied  to  be  always  interesting.  Every 
song,  we  believe,  will  measure  up  to  this  standard. 

The  words  alone  of  a  song  book  should  form  a  collec- 
tion of  choice  memory  gems.  Care  has  been  taken  in 
making  selections  to  meet  this  requirement. 

The  music  will  be  found  to  be  within  the  range  of 
children's  voices,  a  feature  the  value  of  which  is  at  once 
evident.  In  nearly  every  song  there  is  a  varied  and 
pleasing  melody — the  real  spirit  in  music  to  children. 
The  harmony  is  rich,  but  not  too  difficult  to  be  sung  and 
appreciated  by  young  people.  The  rhythm  is  of  a  grace- 
ful, yet  marked  type,  giving  a  finish  and  charm  to 
every  song. 

The  little  volume  is  sent  forth  in  the  hope  that  its 
melodies  may  find  a  response  in  the  hearts  of  the  chil- 
dren; that  the  best  in  literature  may  take  the  place  of 
rhyming  doggerel  in  our  schools. 

THE  AUTHOR. 


NEW  CENTURY  SONG  SERIES  BOOK  ONE 

Classification  of  Selections  Suggesting  Special  Use  of  tne  Different 

Songs. 


THE  SEASONS  OF  THE  YEAR. 

50  Hark,  Hark,  My  Soul! 

46  Billy  and  Me. 

53  Blessings  on  Thee  Little  Man. 

37  Easter  Hymn. 

124  Christmas  Banners. 
115  Glad  Summer. 
103  Golden  Harps. 
3  If  It  Were  June. 

38  Immanuel's  Birth. 

93  It  Came  Upon  the  Midnight 

Clear. 
73  Joy  to  the  World. 
128  Lord  of  the  Harvest. 

6  Sleighing  Song. 
60  Robert  of  Lincoln. 
45  Buzzing  Bees. 
21  Song  of  the  Brook. 
15  Spring  Song. 

94  Silver  Star. 

119  Tiny  Little  Snowflakes. 
57  Planting  the  Tree. 

48  Snow  Song. 

PATRIOTIC  OCCASIONS. 

72  America. 

78  Battle  Hymn. 

49  Dixie. 

54  In  the  Heart  of  Old  Virginia. 
2  Maryland,  My  Maryland! 

68  Men  of  Harlech. 

81  Pennsylvania. 

24  Hail  to  Our  Banner! 
9  Recessional. 

77  Red,  White  and  Blue. 
Ill  Rise,  My  Soul. 

90  In  Memory  of  Washington. 

76  Star-spangled  Banner. 
121  The  Light  of  Learning. 
125  The  West  Virginia  Hills. 

17  When  the  Band  Plays  Dixie. 

PLEASURE  SINGING. 

58  A  Song  of  Long  Ago. 
43  A  Summer  School. 

4  Boat  Song. 

116  Cheerily  Singing. 

1  Evening  Bells. 
92  Fawn-footed  Nannie. 

5  Free  Life. 

85  Get  Out  in  the  Sunshine. 
62  Grandmother's  Counsel. 
16  Little  Wee  Wees. 

96  Long  Ago  a  Sunbeam. 
88  Love's  Old  Sweet  Song. 
13  Love  of  Song. 

25  Mill  May. 
84  O  Rosy  My  Posy. 
127  Slumber  Song. 
12  Sunset  Peace. 
98  Stars  of  the  Summer  Night. 

97  Sweet  and  Low. 


70  The  Boat  Song. 

14  The  Rose  and  the  Gardener. 

27  The  Shepherd's  Home. 
118  The  Swing. 
117  We  Meet  Again. 

82  Dan  and  Dimple. 

FOLK  SONGS. 

65  Annie  Laurie. 
100  Auld  Lang  Syne. 

19  English  Boating  Song. 
131  Bonnie  Charlie. 

122  Dear  Little  Shamrock. 
79  Home  Sweet  Home. 

32  Juanita. 
51  Lilly  Dale. 

34  Little  Boy  Blue. 
126  Loch  Lomond. 

10  Massa's  in  the  Cold  Groun'. 

33  Old  Kentucky  Home. 

11  Oh!  Boys  Carry  Me  'Long. 

123  Whist!  Me  Lanty. 

COUNTRY  LIFE. 

89  Child  Life  on  the  Farm. 

57  Planting  the  Tree. 
115  Glad  Summer. 

3  If  It  Were  June. 
128  Lord  of  the  Harvest. 
100  Auld  Lang  Syne. 
87  Pippety  Pop! 

6  Sleighing  Song. 
60  Robert  of  Lincoln. 
25  Mill  May. 

58  A  Song  of  Long  Ago. 

67  Song  of  the  Hop-pickers. 

MEMORIAL  OCCASIONS. 

18  Break,  Break,  Break. 
41  Crossing  the  Bar. 
56  Father,  I  Cry  to  Thee! 
20  Home  of  the  Soul. 
74  Lead  Kindly  Light. 
52  Some  Sweet  Day. 
80  Sweet  Bye  and  Bye. 

GENERAL  SINGING. 

55  Grow  Old  Along  with  Me. 
91  How  Glass  is  Made. 
105  O,  Brothers! 
40  Grandfather's  Garret. 
30  My  Life  Flows  On. 

22  On  the  Mountains. 
86  Once  in  Awhile. 

44  Over  the  Silent  Sea. 

64  Somewhere. 

67  Song  of  the  Hop-pickers. 

23  The  Bells. 

66  The  Oars  are  Plashing. 


ACTION  SONGS. 

129  Grandma's  Minuet. 
87  Pippety  Pop! 

61  Rock-a-bye. 

95  Story  of  the  Raindrops. 

MORNING  OPENING  EXERCISES. 

Responsive  Readings,  Nos.  1  to  21. 

42  Again  the  Day  Returns. 
120  Allelulia! 
Ill  Rise!  My  Soul. 

26  Our  Cheerful  Song. 
102  Beneath  the  Cross. 

47  Holy  Father,  Hear  Our  Cry! 

130  Come  and  Worship. 
110  I've  Found  a  Friend. 
101  Crown  Him. 

35  How  Pleased  Was  I. 


107  A  Morning  Thanksgiving. 
104  Hark!  the  Voice. 

63  Father,  Whate'er. 
36  God  Be  With  You. 
99  God  of  Mercy. 

9  God  of  Our  Fathers. 
103  Golden  Harps. 
59  How  Sweet  the  Name. 

8  I  Need  Thee. 

108  Come  I  to  Thee. 

7  Lend  a  Helping  Hand. 
39  Light  Hath  Risen. 
28  Majestic  Sweetness. 

112  Materna. 

71  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee. 
22  Zion. 
28  Ortonville. 
106  We  Give  Thee  but  Thine  Own. 

109  Hymn  to  Joy. 

113  Lord's  Prayer. 


Several  songs  classified  under  one  head  may  be  used  on  different  occasions. 
-Programs  may  be  made  out  for  different  occasions  and  anniversaries  by  selecting 
appropriate  songs  from  these  and  readings  or  poems  from  the  regular  or  supple- 
mentary school  readers. 


Memory  Gems. 

The  poems  used  in  many  of  the  selections  are  very  appropriate  for  memory 
gems.  After  the  songs  are  learned  the  poems  may  be  recited  in  unison  or  resnon- 
sively  by  the  school  or  sections  of  pupils. 


Suggestions  for  Teacning  a  Song  ty  Rote. 

Select  a  song  that  will  appeal  to  the  children,  either  because  of  its  attractive 
words,  melody,  or  rhythm,  or  because  it  is  to  be  sung  on  some  special  occasion. 

Make  the  children  first  familiar  with  some  attractive  portion  of  the  words  before 
taking  up  the  music.  Sing  or  play  the  most  attractive  phrase  or  phrases  of  the 
music  and  have  the  children  listen  attentively. 

Have  the  children  imitate  each  phrase  sung,  requiring  them  to  use  their  very 
best  tones. 

See  that  the  correct  pitch  is  given  in  beginning  the  song  and  hold  the  voices 
up  to  the  correct  pitch  by  frequently  giving  it  on  the  pitch-pipe  or  instrument. 
Give  special  drill  on  the  most  difficult  portions  of  the  music. 
Sing  quietly  at  all  times. 

Allow  the  sentiment  of  the  song  and  the  phrases  to  suggest  proper  breath  control. 

Have  a  part  of  the  school  or  class  sing  and  the  other  part  listen,  alternating 
practice  of  this  kind. 

If  the  boys  are  timid  or  hesitate  to  take  part  in  the  singing  exercise,  do  not 
make  them  feel  that  they  must  take  part.  Have  them  act  as  listeners  until  they 
get  to  know  the  music,  then  ask  them  as  a  body  to  sing  one  of  the  easiest  and  most 
attractive  parts  of  the  song  with  you.  Appeal  to  the  natural  disposition  to  imitate 
melody  and  rhythm,  and  in  a  short  time  all  the  children  will  be  taking  part  in  the 
singing. 

Have  responsive  singing  by  dividing  the  school  into  sections  for  certain  portions 
of  the  songs. 


INDEX. 


No. 

Again  the  day  returns   42 

Alleluia  m  120 

Amsterdam  \  m 

Angels'  song   50 

Annie  Laurie   65 

A  morning  thanksgiving   107 

A  song  of  long  ago   58 

A  summer  school   43 

Auld  Lang  Syne   100 

Azmon..   26 

Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic  78 

Beneath  the  cross  of  Jesus.  ...  102 

Billy  and  me   46 

Blessings  on  thee,  little  man ...  53 

Blumenthal   47 

Boat  song   4 

Boating  song   19 

Bonnie  Charlie's  Now  Awa'   131 

Break,  break,  break   18 

Cheerily  Singing   116 

Child  life  on  the  farm   89 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  today  .  37 

Christmas  banners  waving ....  .  124 

Come  and  worship  m  130 

Constance   110 

Crossing  the  bar   29-41 

Crown  Him  with  many  crowns  101 

Dalston   35 

Dear  little  shamrock   122 

Dan  and  Dimple   82 

Diademata   101 

Dixie   49 

Easter  hymn   37 

Ellesdie   104 

Evening  bells   1 

Father,  I  cry  to  Thee   56 

Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss  63 

Fawn-footed  Nannie   92 

Free  life   5 

Get  out  in  the  sunshine   85 

Glad  Summer   115 

God  be  with  you   36 

God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace   99 

God  of  our  fathers   9 

Golden  harps  are  sounding   103  | 


No. 

Grandmother's  counsel.   62 

Grandmother's  Minuet   129 

Grow  old  along  with  me   55 

Hail  to  our  banner   24 

Hark!  the  voice  of  Jesus  crying  104 

Hermas   103 

Holy  Father,  hear  my  cry  ....  47 

Home  of  the  soul   20 

Home,  sweet  home   79 

How  glass  is  made   91 

How  pleased  and  blest  was  I. .  35 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus. .  59 

If  it  were  June   3 

Immanuel's  birth   38 

In  memory  of  Washington   90 

In  the  heart  of  Old  Virginia.. . .  54 

I  need  Thee  every  hour   8 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear  93 

I've  found  a  friend   110 

I  will  sing  you  a  song   20 

Joy  to  the  world   73 

Juanita   32 

Kedron   108 

Lancashire   105 

Lead,  kindly  Light   74 

Lend  a  helping  hand   7 

Light  hath  risen  from  the  east.  39 

Lilly  Dale   51 

Little  boy  blue   34 

Little  Wee-wees   16 

Loch  Lomond   126 

Long  ago  a  little  sunbeam   96 

Lord  of  the  Harvest.   128 

Love's  old  sweet  song   88 

Love  of  song   13 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned  28 

Maryland !  my  Maryland   2 

Massa'3  in  de  cold,  cold  ground  10 

Materna   112 

Men  of  Harlech   68 

Merrily  over  the  snow  we  glide  6 

Mill  May   25 

My  country!  'tis  of  thee   72 

My  grandfather's  garret   40 


INDEX— CoNTIN  (JED 


No. 

My  life  flows  on   30 

My  old  Kentucky  home   33 

Nearer  my  God  to  Thee   71 

No,  not  despairingly   108 

Oh,  boys  carry  me  'long   11 

Old  folks  at  home   31 

On  the  mountain,  steep   38 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing  22 

Once  in  a  while   86 

O  Rosy,  my  posy   84 

O  brothers,  lift  your  voices   105 

O  mother  dear,  Jerusalem   112 

Ortonville   28 

Over  the  silent  sea  of  sleep   44 

Prayer   56 

Pennsylvania  song   81 

Pippety-pop.   87 

Planting  the  tree   57 

Rabbi  Ben  Ezra   55 

Recessional   9 

Red,  white  and  blue   77 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy 

wings   Ill 

Robert  of  Lincoln.   60 

Rockaby,  lullaby    61 

Round — buzzing  bees   45 

Schumann   106 

Sleighing  song   6 

Slumber  song   127 

Snow  song   48 

Some  sweet  day   52 

Somewhere   64 

Song  of  the  brook   21 


No. 

Song  of  the  hop  pickers   67 

Spring  song   15 

Sunset  peace   12 

St.  Christopher   102 

Stars  of  the  summer  night  .  98 

Story  of  the  rain  drops   95 

Sweet  by  and  by.   SO 

Sweet  and  low   97 

Sweet  Story   114 

Take  me,  O  my  Father  take  me  109 

The  barefoot  boy   53 

The  bells...   23 

The  boat  song   70 

The  hymn  to  joy   109 

The  Lord's  prayer.   113 

The  oars  are  splashing   66 

The  old  oaken  bucket   75 

The  rising  day   S3 

The  rose  and  the  gardener  .  14 

The  shepherd's  home   27 

The  silver  star   94 

The  slumber  song   69 

The  star-spangled  banner   76 

The  sea  of  sleep   44 

The  light  of  learning   121 

The  West  Virginia  hills   125 

The  Swing   us 

Though  ties  be  broken.   52 

Tiny  little  snowflakes. .   119 

We  give  Thee  but  Thine  own  .  106 

We  meet  again  to-night,  friends  117 

When  the  band  plays  Dixie ....  17 

Where  the  pools  are  bright ....  46 

Whist!  Me  Lanty   123 

Zion   22 


A  General  Statement  of  the  Elements  of  Music. 


A  musical  sound  is  called  a  Tone. 

Every  tone  has  three  properties:  Length,  Pitch,  and  Power. 

Notes  and  Rests. 

Notes  are  characters  used  to  represent  the  length  of  tones. 
The  following  are  the  notes  in  common  use,  the  relative  length  of  the 
tones  which  they  represent  being  indicated  by  their  names. 

Whole  note.    Half  note.    Quarter  note.   Eighth  note.   Sixteenth  note. 

r     r  55 

Rests  are  characters  used  to  indicate  silence. 

The  following  are  the  rests  in  common  use,  the  relative  length  of  the 
portions  of  time  which  they  represent,  corresponding  to  that  of  the  notes. 
Whole  rest.     Half  rest.     Quarter  rest.     Eighth  rest.     Sixteenth  rest. 

A  Dot  Dlaced  after  a  note  or  a  rest  increases  its  length  one-half.  Thus*. 
&  .  —         0     |     J?*  —1  1  1 

Two  Dots  placed  after  a  note  or  a  rest  increases  its  length  three-fourths 

The  Figure  3  placed  above  or  below  three  equal  notes  reduces  their 
length  to  two  of  the  same  kind.  Thus:  0  0  0  equals  its  length  J  J 
Notes  written  in  this  manner  are  called  Triplets. 

Two  or  more  notes  may  represent  a  single  tone  by  the  use. of  a  character 
called  a  Tie. 

Measures. 

Measures  are  portions  of  time  into  which  music  is  divided. 

Measures  are  divided  into  certain  parts,  called  beats,  or  counts. 

A  measure  divided  into  two  parts  is  called  Double  Measure;  three  parts, 
Triple  Measure;  four  parts,  Quadruple  Measure;  six  parts,  sextuple  Measure. 
Double  Measure.  Triple  Measure.  Quadruple  Measure.  Sextuple  Measure. 
\    0  0    \  \    0  0  0    \  \    0  0  0  0    \  I   000000  I 

Each  kind  of  measure  may  have  several  varieties,  depending  upon  the 
length  of  the  notes  which  will  fill  each  part.  The  following  are  some  of 
common  varieties: 

Double  Measure.    Triple  Measure.    Quadruple  Measure.   Sextuple  Measure. 

1 1  rr  1  l§l  1 1    1111111  1  trrrrrr  i 

I    3    #    •    #     I         \    A    0    0    0    0  I 

t0     0      \  III      I      I       I         I    I    I      I      I      I        I       \    ft  0  0  0  0  0  0  \ 

13***1         ±0000  I 

I  I  U  V  U  I     I  1  t>  U  U  U  I 

The  power  of  a  sharp  or  a  flat  can  be  cancelled  by  character  called  a 
Natural,  £. 

A  Double  Sharp,  is  used  on  a  degree  affected  by  a  sharp,  to  represent  a 
tone  a  half  a  step  above  the  one  affected  by  the  sharp;  its  power  may  be 
cancelled  by  a  sharp  and  natural,  Jp.  A  Double  Flat,  izl*  is  used  on  a  flat; 
its  power  may  be  cancelled  by  a  flat  and  a  natural,  pjj. 


A  GENERAI,  STATEMENT  OF  THE  ELEMENTS  OF  MUSIC. 

It  will  be  seen  from  the  foregoing  that  a  note  with  a  sharp  before  it  re- 
presents a  tone  a  half  step  above  the  one  named  by  the  note;  a  note  with  a 
flat  before  it  represents  a  tone  a  half  a  step  below  the  one  named  by  the  note. 

The  melody  and  harmony  of  a  piece  of  music  are  indicated  by  notes 
written  upon  the  staff. 

The  Relative  Pitch  of  tones  is  indicated  by  a  Scale. 

The  Diatonic  Scale,  generally  called  the  Scale,  consists  of  a  regular  suc- 
cession of  eight  tones. 

i«<r?c?^Z;T1lis-ScaIf-iScalled^he  Ma3*or  Scale  to  distinguish  it  from  another  scale,  hav- 
ing its  intervals  in  a  different  order,  and  called  the  Minor  Scale. 

These  tones  are  named  as  follows: — 

By  numbers:    i,       2,       3,      4,       5,       6,       7,  8. 

By  syllables:   Do,    Re,    Mi,     Fa,    Sol,    La,     Si,  Do. 

TherLare.  two  kinds  of  intervals  in  the  Diatonic  scale:  Steps  and  Half 
bteps.  The  intervals  between  3  and  4,  and  7  and  8,  are  half  steps:  all  the 
others  are  steps. 

In  writing  the  Scale,  any  tone  maybe  taken  as  one,  or  Do;  but  when 
this  is  determined,  the  others  must  follow  in  regular  order. 


Signatures  and  Keys. 

The  signature  of  the  key  of  C  is  blank. 
G,      one  sharp —  Ff. 

D,  two  sharps—  F#.  Cj. 

A,  three  sharps—         F#,  Cg,  Gtt. 

E,  four  sharps—     F#,  C#,  GJ,  Dff. 

B,  five  sharps—  F#,  Cfl,  Gfl,  Dtt,  Afi. 
F|,     six  sharps—  F#,  C#,  GJ,  Dg,  Ag,  Eg. 


F,        one  flat—  Bh. 
Bfe,      two  flats—  Bk  Ek 

Efe,  three  flats-  Bk  Ek  Ak 

Ak     four  flats—       Bk  Ek  Ak  Dk 
Dk       five  flats-    Bfr,  Ek  Afe,  Dk  Gk 
Gk       six  flats-  Bb„  Ek  Afe,  Dk  Gk  Ck 


An  Interval  is  the  difference  of  pitch  between  any  two  tones. 
The  Chromatic  Scale  is  a  regular  succession  of  thirteen  tones,  each  tone 
being  separated  from  its  adjoing  one  by  an  interval  of  a  half  step. 

The  Minor  Scale  consists  of  a  succession  of  eight  tones,  based  upon  six 
of  the  Major  Scale.  r 

The  Harmonic  Form  differs  from  the  Natural  form  by  the  introduction 
of  sharp  seven. 

The  Melodic  Form  in  ascending  has  sharp  six  and  sharp  seven,  while  it 
usually  descends  in  the  Natural  form. 

The  Numerator  of  the  Fraction  at  the  beginning  of  the  foregoing  examples 
indicates  the  number  of  parts  into  which  the  measure  is  divided;  the  De- 
nominator indicates  the  kind  of  note  which  will  fill  each  part. '  Thus,  f 
shows  that  there  are  three  parts  in  the  measure,  and  that  a  quarter  note  will 
fill  each  part. 

f  The  limits  or  boundaries  of  measures  are  marked  by  vertical  lines  called 
Bars. 

The  end  of  a  period,  or  a  line  of  poetry,  is  indicated  by  a  Double  Bar. 

The  end  of  a  piece  of  music  is  indicated  by  a  character  called  a  Close. 

Beating  Time  is  designating  each  part  of  a  measure  by  a  motion  of  the 
hand,  and  is  used  in  vocal  music.  In  Double  Measure  the  hand  moves 
down  up;  Triple  Measure,  down,  left,  up;  Quadruple  Measure,  down,  left, 
right,  up;  Sextuple  Measure,  down,  left,  left,  right,  up,  up;  or  down,  up. 

Counting  Time  is  designating  each  part  of  a  measure  by  a  number,  and 
is  used  in  instrumental  music,  In  Double  Measure,  we  count  one,  two; 
Triple  Measure,  one,  two,  three;  Quadruple  Measure,  one,  two,  three,  four- 
Sextuple  Measure,  one,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six;  or  one,  two. 


A  GENERAL  STATEMENT  OE  THE  ELEMENTS  OE  MUSIC. 


Accent  is  a  stress  sometimes  given  to  certain  parts  of  measures.  Tn 
Double  Measure,  the  first  part  is  accented;  In  Triple  Measure,  the  first  par-t- 
in Quadruple  Measure,  the  first  and  third  parts;  in  Sextuple  Measure,  the 
first  and  fourth  parts. 

A  Syncopated  Note  is  one  that  begins  on  an  unaccented  part  of  a  measure 
and  continues  on  an  accented  part.  Thus,  in  |  f  f~  f  |  the  second  is  a 
Syncopated  Note. 

The  Staff. 

The  Staff  is  used  to  represent  the  pitch  of  Tones.  It  consists  of  five  lines 
and  four  spaces,  each  line  and  space  being  called  a  degree. 

Added  Lines  are  used  to  represent  tones  which  are  too  high  or  too  low  to 
be  represented  upon  the  Staff. 

The  lines  and  spaces  of  the  Staff  are  named  from  the  lowest  upwards, 
ist  line,  ist  space,  second  line,  second  space,  etc. 

The  added  lines  and  spaces  are  named  from  the  first  line,  space  below, 
ist  line  below,  etc. ;  and  from  the  fifth  line,  space  above,  ist  line  above,  etc. 

Bach  degree  is  designated  by  one  of  the  first  seven  letters  of  the  alphabet. 

The  position  of  the  letters  is  indicated  by  characters  called  Clefs.  Thus, 

the  G  clef,       marks  the  position  of  G  on  the  staff:  the  C  clef,  JS  of  C;  and 


the  F  clef, 


of  F. 


The  clefs  also  indicate  the  parts  to  be  sung  by  different  voices. 


used  for  soprano  a*nd  and  alto;        tenor;  ^  bass;  (or  bass  and  tenor, 


when  the  two  parts  are  on  the  same  staff.) 

The  different  parts  are  commonly  represented  in  music  by  two  or  more 
staves,  united  by  a  Brace,  and  called  a  Score. 

The  Absolute  Pitch  of  Tones  (the  pitch  independent  of  scale  relation- 
ship,) is  designated  by  the  letters  naming  the  degree  of  the  Staff. 

The  difference  of  pitch  between  any  two  tones  is  called  an  Interval. 

The  intervals  between  A  and  B,  C  and  D,  D  and  B,  F  and  G,  and  G  and 
A,  are  called  Steps;  those  between  B  and  C,  and  B  and  F,  are  called  half  Steps 

Between  any  two  tones  of  the  Staff,  having  an  interval  of  a  step,  another 
tone  may  be  inserted,  dividing  the  step  into  two  half  steps.  Thus,  3.  tone 
may  be  inserted  between  C  and  D,  etc. 

The  degrees  or  the  Staff  represent  these  inserted  tones  by  the  aid  of 
characters  called  sharps  and  flats.    Thus,  a  tope  inserted  between  C  and  D 
is  named  C  sharp  or  D  flat. 

A  Sharp,  J,  placed  on  a  degree,  causes  it  to  represent  a  tone  a  half  step 
above  the  one  named  by  the  letter;  A  Flat,  |2.  placed  on  a  degree,  causes  it 
to  represent  a  tone  a  half  step  below  the  one  named  by  the  letter. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  U 


Teacher.    In  the  beginning  God  created  the  heaven  and  the  earth. 

School.      And  the  earth  was  without  form,  and  void ;  and  darkness  was  upon 

the  face  of  the  deep.  And  the  Spirit  of  God  moved  upon  the 

face  of  the  waters. 
Tea&her.    And  God  said,  Let  there  be  light,  and  there  was  light. 
School     And  God  saw  the  light,  that  it  was  good:  and  God  divided  the 

light  from  the  darkness. 
Teacher.    And  God  called  the  light  Day,  and  the  darkness  he  called  Night. 
School.      And  the  evening  and  morning  were  the  first  day. 
Teacher.    And  God  said,  Let  there  be  lights  in  the  firmament  of  the  heaven, 
to  divide  the  day  from  the  night;  and  let  them  be  for  signs. 

and  for  seasons,  and  for  days,  and  years: 
School.     And  let  them  be  for  lights  in  the  firmament  of  the  heaven,  to  give 

light  upon  the  earth:  and  it  was  so. 
Teacher.    And  God  made  two  great  lights;  the  greater  light  to  rule  the  day,  ' 

and  the  lesser  light  to  rul&  the  night:  he  made  the  stars  also. 
School.      And  God  set  them  in  the  firmament  of  the  heaven,  to  give  light 

upon  the  earth, 

Teacher.  And  to  rule  over  the  day  and  over  the  night,  and  to  divide  the 
light  from  the  darkness:  and  God  saw  that  it  was  good. 

School.      And  the  evening  and  the  morning  were  the  fourth  day. 

Teacher.  Let  them  that  love  him  be  as  the  sun  when  he  goeth  forth  in  his 
might. 

School.  The  path  of  the  just  is  as  the  shining  light,  that  shineth  more  and 
more  unto  the  perfect  day. 

Teacher.  The  Lord  God  is  a  sun  and  shield:  the  Lord  will  give  grace  and 
glory:  no  good  thing  will  he  withhold  from  them  that  walk  up- 
rightly. 

School.  Unto  you  that  fear  my  name  shall  the  Sun  of  righteousness  arise 
with  healing  in  his  wings. 

Teacher.  In  the  beginning  was  the  Word,  and  the  Word  was  with  God,  and 
the  word  was  God. 

School.     The  same  was  in  the  beginning  with  God. 

Teacher.    All  things  were  made  by  him;  and  without  him  was  not  anything 

made  that  was  made. 
School.      In  him  was  life;  and  the  life  was  the  light  of  men. 
Teacher.    Then  spake  Jesus  unto  them,  saying,  I  am  the  light  of  the  world: 

School.  He  that  followeth  me  shall  not  walk  in  darkness,  but  shall  have 
the  light  of  life. 

Teacher.  And  after  six  days  Jesus  taketh  Peter,  James  and  John  his  brother, 
and  bringeth  them  up  into  a  high  mountain  apart, 

School.  And  was  transfigured  before  them ;  and  his  face  did  shine  as  the 
sun,  and  his  raiment  was  white  as  the  light. 

Teacher.  And  the  city  had  no  need  of  the  sun,  neither  of  the  moon,  to  shine 
in  it:  for  the  glory  of  God  did  lighten  it,  and  the  Lamb  is  the 
light  thereof. 

School.  And  there  shall  be  no  night  there:  and  they  need  no  candle,  neither 
light  of  the  sun;  for  the  Lord  God  giveth  them  light;  and  they 
shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever. 

All.  Then  shall  the  righteous  shine  forth  as  the  sun  in  the  Kingdom  of 
their  Father.    Who  hath  ear*  to  hear,  let  him  hear. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  2. 


Teacher.  Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth,  while  the 
evil  days  come  not,  nor  the  years  draw  nigh,  when  thou  shalt 
say,  I  have  no  pleasure  in  them; 

School.  While  the  sun,  or  the  light,  or  the  moon,  or  the  stars,  be  not 
darkened,  nor  the  clouds  return  after  the  rain: 

Teacher.  In  the  day  when  the  keepers  of  the  house  shall  tremble,  and  the 
strong  men  shall  bow  themselves,  and  the  grinders  cease  be- 
cause they  are  few,  and  those  that  look  out  of  the  windows  be 
darkened. 

School.  And  the  doors  shall  be  shut  in  the  streets,  when  the  sound  of 
grinding  is  low,  and  he  shall  rise  up  at  the  voice  of  the  bird,  and 
all  the  daughters  of  music  shall  be  brought  low; 

Teacher.  Also  when  they  shall  be  afraid  of  that  which  is  high,  and  fears 
shall  be  in  the  way,  and  the  almond  tree  shall  flourish,  and  the 
grasshopper  shall  be  a  burden,  and  desire  shall  fail:  because 
man  goeth  to  his  long  home,  and  the  mourners  go  about  the 
streets: 

School.  Or  ever  the  silver  cord  be  loosed,  or  the  golden  bowl  be  broken,  or 
the  pitcher  be  broken  at  the  fountain,  or  the  wheel  broken  at 
the  cistern. 

Teacher.    Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  earth  as  it  was:  and  the  spirit  shall 

return  unto  God  who  gave  it. 
School.      Vanit)'  of  vanities  saith  the  preacher;  all  is  vanity. 
Teacher.    And  moreover,  because  the  preacher  was  wise,  he  still  taught  the 

people  knowledge;  yea,  he  gave  good  heed,  and  sought  out,  and 

set  in  order  many  proverbs. 
School.      The  preacher  sought  to  find  out  acceptable  words;  and  that  which 

was  written  was  upright,  even  words  of  truth. 
Teacher.    The  words  of  the  wise  are  as  goads,  and  as  nails  fastened  by  the 

masters  of  assemblies,  which  are  given  from  one  shepherd. 
School.      And  further,  by  these,  my  son,  be  admonished:  of  making  many 

books  there  is  no  end;  and  much  study  is  the  weariness  of  the 

flesh. 

Teacher.  Let  us  hear  the  conclusion  of  the  whole  matter:  Fear  God,  and 
keep  his  commandments:  for  this  is  the  whole  duty  of  man. 

All.  For  God  shall  bring  every  work  into  judgment,  with  every  secret 
thing,  whether  it  be  good,  or  whether  it  be  evil. 

RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  3. 

Teacher.    Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit:  for  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
School.      Blessed  are  they  that  mourn:  for  they  shall  be  comforted. 
Teacher.    Blessed  are  the  meek:  for  they  shall  inherit  the  earth. 
School.      Blessed  are  they  which  do  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness: 

for  they  shall  be  filled. 
Teacher.    Blessed  are  the  merciful:  for  they  shall  obtain  mercy. 
School.      Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart:  for  they  shall  see  God. 
Teacher.    Blessed  are  the  peacemakers:  for  they  shall  be  called  the  children 

of  God. 

School.      Blessed  are  they  which  are  persecuted  for  righteousness'  sake:  for 

for  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
Teacher.    Blessed  are  ye,  when  men  shall  revile  you  and  persecute  you,  and 

shall  say  all  manner  of  evil  against  you  falsely,  for  my  sake. 
Sthool.      Rejoice  and  be  exceeding  glad;  for  great  is  your  reward  in  heaven: 

for  so  persecuted  they  the  prophets  which  were  before  you. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  4, 


Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. . 

School. 
Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 
School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

All. 


Though  I  speak  with  the  tongues  of  men  and  of  angels,  and  have 
not  charity,  I  am  become  as  sounding  brass,  or  a  tinkling 
cymbal.  & 

And  though  I  have  the  gift  of  prophecy,  and  understand  all  mys- 
teries, and -all  knowledge;  and  though  I  have  faith,  so  that  I 
could  remove  mountains,  and  have  not  charity,  I  am  nothing. 

And  though  I  bestow  all  my  goods  to  feed  the  poor,  and  though  I 
give  my  body  to  be  burned,  and  have  not  charity,  it  profiteth 
me  nothing. 

Charity  suffereth  long,  and  is  kind;  charitv  envieth  not;  charity 

vaunteth  not  itself,  is  not  puffed  up. 
Doth  not  behave  itself  unseemly,  seeketh  not  her  own,  is  not 

easily  provoked,  thinketh  no  evil; 
Rejoiceth  not  in  iniquity,  but  rejoiceth  in  the  truth; 

Beareth  all  things,  believeth  all  things,  hopeth  all  things,  endureth 
all  things. 

Charity  never  faileth:  but  whether  there  be  prophecies,  they  shall 
fail;  whether  there  shall  be  tongues,  they  shall  cease;  whether 
there  shall  be  knowledge,  it  shall  vanish  away. 

For  we  know  in  part,  and  we  prophesy  in  part. 

But  when  that  which  is  perfect  is  come,  then  that  which  is  in  part 
shall  be  done  away.  r 

When  I  was  a  child,  I  spake  as  a  child,  I  understood  as  a  child  I 
thought  as  a  child;  but  when  I  became  a  man,  I  put  away 
childish  things.  J 

For  now  we  see  through  a  glass,  darklv;  but  then  face  to  face- 
now  I  know  in  part;  but  then  shall  I  know  even  as  also  I  am 
known. 

And  now  abideth  faith,  hope,  charity,  these  three;  but  the  great- 
of  these  is  charity. 


Teacher. 

School. 
Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  5. 

Like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord  pitieth  them  that 
fear  him. 

For  he  knoweth  our  frame;  he  remembereth  that  we  are  dust. 

As  for  man,  his  days  are  as  grass;  as  a  flower  of  the  field  so  he 
flourisheth. 

For  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  and  it  is  gone:  and  the  place  thereof 
shall  know  it  no  more. 

But  the  mercy  of  the  Lord  is  from  everlasting  to  everlasting  upon 
them  that  fear  him,  and  his  righteousness  unto  chifdren's 
children; 

To  such  as  keep  his  covenant,  and  those  that  remember  his  com- 
mandments to  do  them. 

The  Lord  hath  prepared  his  throne  in  the  heavens;  and  his  king- 
dom ruleth  over  all.  s 

Bless  the  Lord,  ye  his  angels,  that  excel  in  strength,  that  do  his 
commandments,  hearkening  unto  the  voice  of  his  word.-? 

Bless  ye  the  Lord,  all  ye  hosts;  ye  ministers  of  his,  that  do  his 
pleasure. 

Bless  the  Lord,  all  his  works  in  all  places  of  his  dominion:  bless 
the  Lord,  O  my  soul. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  6. 


Teacher.    Blessed  is  the  man  that  walketh  not  in  the  counsel  of  the 
"ungodly,  nor  standeth  in  the  way  of  sinners,  nor  sitteth 
in  the  seat  of  the  scornful. 

School.  But  his  delight  is  in  the  law  of  the  Lord;  and  in  his  law  doth 
he  meditate  day  and  night. 

Teacher.  And  he  shall  be  like  a  tree  planted  by  the  rivers  of  water,  that 
bringeth  forth  his  fruit  in  his  season;  his  leaf  also  shall  not 
wither;  and  whatsoever  he  doeth  shall  prosper. 

School.  The  ungodly  are  not  so:  but  are  like  the  chaff  which  the 
wind  driveth  away. 

Teacher.  Therefore  the  ungodly  shall  not  stand  in  the  judgment,  nor 
sinners  in  the  congregation  of  the  righteous. 

School.  For  the  Lord  knoweth  the  way  of  the  righteous:  but  the  way 
of  the  ungodly  shall  perish. 

Teacher.  Why  do  the  heathen  rage,  and  the  people  imagine  a  vain 
thing? 

School.  The  kings  of  the  earth  set  themselves,  and  the  rulers  take 
counsel  together,  against  the  Lord,  and  against  his  Anointed, 
saying, 

Teacher.  Let  us  break  their  bands  asunder,  and  cast  away  their  cords 
from  us. 

School.  He  that  sitteth  in  the  heavens  shall  laugh:  the  Lord  shall 
have  them  in  derision. 

Teacher.  Then  shall  he  speak  unto  them  in  his  wrath,  and  vex  them  in 
his  sore  displeasure. 

School.      Yet  have  I  set  my  King  upon  my  holy  hill  of  Zion. 

Teacher.  I  will  declare  the  decree:  the  Lord  hath  said  unto  me,  Thou 
art  my  Son;  this  day  have  I  begotten  thee. 

School.  Ask  of  me,  and  I  shall  give  thee  the  heathen  for  thine  inheri- 
tance, and  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  for  thy  possession. 

Teacher.  Thou  shalt  break  them  with  a  rod  of  iron;  thou  shalt  dash  them 
in  pieces  like  a  potter's  vessel. 

School.  Be  wise  now  therefore,  O  ye  kings:  be  instructed,  ye  judges 
of  the  earth. 

Teacher.    Serve  the  Lord  with  fear,  and  rejoice  with  trembling. 

School.  Kiss  the  Son,  lest  he  be  angry,  and  ye  perish  from  the  way, 
when  his  wrath  is  kindled  but  a  little.  Blessed  are  all  they 
that  put  their  trust  in  him. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  7. 

Teacher. f  Hear  my  prayer,  O  Lord,  give  ear  to  my  supplications:  in 
W    thy  faithfulness  answer  me,  and  in  thy  righteousness. 

School.  And  enter  not  into  judgment  with  thy  servant:  for  in  thy  sight 
shall  no  man  living  be  justified. 

Teacher.  For  the  enemy  hath  persecuted  my  soul;  he  hath  smitten  my 
life  down  to  the  ground ;  he  hath  made  me  to  dwell  in  dark- 
ness, as  those  that  have  been  long  dead. 


School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 
School. 

Teacher. 
School. 


Therefore  is  my  spirit  overwhelmed  within  me;  my  heart 
within  me  is  desolate. 

I  remember  the  days  of  old;  I  meditate  on  all  thy  works;  I 
muse  on  the  work  of  thy  hands. 

I  stretch  forth  my  hands  unto  thee:  my  soul  thirsteth  after 
thee,  as  a  thirsty  land. 

Hear  me  speedily,  O  Lord;  my  spirit  faileth:  hide  not  thy  face 
from  me,  lest  I  be  like  unto  them  that  go  down  into  the  pit. 

Cause  me  to  hear  thy  loving-kindness  in  the  morning;  for  in 
thee  do  I  trust:  cause  me  to  know  the  way  wherein  I  should 
walk;  for  I  lift  up  my  soul  unto  thee. 

Deliver  me,  O  Lord,  from  mine  enemies:  I  flee  unto  thee  to 
hide  me. 

Teach  me  to  do  thy  will;  for  thou  art  my  God:  thy  Spirit  is 
good ;  lead  me  into  the  land  of  uprightness. 

Quicken  me,  O  Lord,  for  thy  name's  sake:  for  thy  righteous- 
ness' sake  bring  my  soul  out  of  trouble. 

I  cried  unto  the  Lord  with  my  voice;  with  my  voice  unto  the 
Lord  did  I  make  my  supplication. 

I  poured  out  my  complaint  before  him;  I  showed  before  him 
my  trouble. 

When  my  spirit  was  overwhelmed  within  me,  then  thou  knew- 
est  my  path.  In  the  way  wherein  I  walked  have  they  privily 
laid  a  snare  for  me. 

I  looked  on  my  right  hand,  and  beheld,  but  there  was  no  man 
that  would  know  me:  refuge  failed  me;  no  man  cared  for 
my  soul. 

I  cried  unto  thee,  0  Lord:  I  said,  Thou  art  my  refuge  and  my 
portion  in  the  land  of  the  living. 

Attend  unto  my  cry;  for  I  am  brought  very  low:  deliver  me 
from  my  persecutors;  for  they  are  stronger  than  I. 

Bring  my  soul  out  of  prison,  that  I  may  praise  thy  name: 
the  righteous  shall  compass  me  about;  for  thou  shalt  deal 
bountifully  with  me. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  8. 

The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God;  and  the  firmament 
showeth  his  handiwork. 

Day  unto  day  uttereth  speech,  and  night  unto  night  showeth 
knowledge. 

There  is  no  speech  nor  language,  where  their  voice  is  not  heard. 

Their  line  is  gone  out  through  all  the  earth,  and  their  words 
to  the  end  of  the  world.  In  them  hath  he  set  a  tabernacle 
for  the  sun, 

Which  is  as  a  bridegroom  coming  out  of  his  chamber,  and 
rejoiceth  as  a  strong  man  to  run  a  race., 

His  going  forth  is  from  the  end  of  the  heaven,  and  his  circuit 
unto  the  ends  of  it:  and  there  is  nothing  hid  from  the  heat 
thereof. 


Teacher.  The  law  of  the  Lord  is  perfect,  converting  the  soul:  the  testi- 
mony of  the  Lord  is  sure,  making  wise  the  simple. 

School.  The  statutes  of  the  Lord  are  right,  rejoicing  the  heart:  the 
commandment  of  the  Lord  is  pure,  enlightening  the  eyes. 

Teacher.  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  clean,  enduring  for  ever:  the  judgments 
of  the  Lord  are  true  and  righteous  altogether. 

School.  More  to  be  desired  are  they  than  gold,  yea,  than  much  fine 
gold:  sweeter  also  than  honey  and  the  honeycomb. 

Teacher.  Moreover  by  them  is  thy  servant  warned:  and  in  keeping  of 
them  there  is  great  reward. 

School.  Who  can  understand  his  errors?  cleanse  thou  me  from  secret 
faults. 

Teacher.  Keep  back  thy  servant  also  from  presumptuous  sins;  let  them 
not  have  dominion  over  me:  then  shall  I  be  upright,  and 
I  shall  be  innocent  from  the  great  transgression. 

School.  Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,  and  the  meditation  of  my  heart, 
be  acceptable  in  thy  sight,  O  Lord,  my  strength,  and  my 
redeemer. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  o. 

Teacher.  The  Lord  hear  thee  in  the  day  of  trouble ;  the  name  of  the  God 
of  Jacob  defend  thee ; 

School.  Send  thee  help  from  the  sanctuary,  and  strengthen  thee  out 
of  Zion; 

Teacher.    Remember  all  thy  offerings,  and  accept  thy  burnt  sacrifice; 

School.  Grant  thee  according  to  thine  own  heart,  and  fulfil  all  thy 
counsel. 

Teacher.  We  will  rejoice  in  thy  salvation,  and  in  the  name  of  our  God 
we  will  set  up  our  banners:  the  Lord  fulfil  all  thy  petitions. 

School.  Now  know  I  that  the  Lord  saveth  his  anointed;  he  will  hear 
him  from  his  holy  heaven  with  the  saving  strength  of  his 
right  hand. 

Teacher.  Some  trust  in  chariots,  and  some  In  horses:  but  we  will  remem- 
ber the  name  of  the  Lord  our  God. 

School.  They  are  brought  down  and  fallen:  but  we  are  risen,  and 
stand  upright. 

Teacher.    Save,  Lord:  let  the  king  hear  us  when  we  call. 

School.      The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  shall  not  want. 

Teacher.  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green  pastures:  he  leadeth  me 
beside  the  still  waters. 

School.  He  restoreth  my  soul :  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteous- 
ness for  his  name's  sake. 

Teacher.  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
I  will  fear  no  evil:  for  thou  art  with  me;  thy  rod  and  thy 
staff  they  comfort  me. 

School.  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine 
enemies:  thou  anointest  my  head  with  oil;  my  cup  run- 
neth over. 

Teacher.  Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my 
life:    and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for  ever. 
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RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  10. 

I  said,  I  will  take  heed  to  my  ways,  that  I  sin  not  with  my 
tongue:  I  will  keep  my  mouth  with  a  bridle,  while  the 
wicked  is  before  me. 

I  was  dumb  with  silence,  I  held  my  peace,  even  from  good; 
and  my  sorrow  was  stirred. 

My  heart  was  hot  within  me;  while  I  was  musing  the  fire 
burned:  then  spake  I  with  my  tongue, 

Lord,  make  me  to  know  mine  end,  and  the  measure  of  my 
days,  what  it  is;  that  I  may  know  how  frail  I  am. 

Behold,  thou  hast  made  my  days  as  a  handbreath;  and  mine 
age  is  as  nothing  before  thee:  verily  every  man  at  his  best 
state  is  altogether  vanity. 

Surely  every  man  walketh  in  a  vain  show;  surely  they  are  dis- 
quieted in  vain:  he  heapeth  up  riches,  and  knoweth  not 
who  shall  gather  them. 

And  now,  Lord,  what  wait  I  for?  my  hope  is  in  thee. 

Deliver  me  from  all  my  transgressions:  make  me  not  the 
reproach  of  the  foolish. 

I  was  dumb,  I  opened  not  my  mouth;  because  thou  didst  it. 

Remove  thy  stroke  away  from  me:  I  am  consumed  by  the 
blow  of  thine  hand. 

When  thou  with  rebukes  dost  correct  man  for  iniquity,  thou 
makest  his  beauty  to  consume  away  like  a  moth:  surely 
every  man  is  vanity. 

Hear  my  prayer,  O  Lord,  and  give  ear  unto  my  cry;  hold  not 
thy  peace  at  my  tears:  for  I  am  a  stranger  with  thee,  and 
a  sojourner,  as  all  my  fathers  were. 

0  spare  me,  that  I  may  recover  strength,  before  I  go  hence, 
and  be  no  more. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  n. 

Teacher.    0  come,  let  us  sing  unto  the  Lord:  let  us  make  a  joyful  noise 
to  the  Rock  of  our  salvation. 

School.      Let  us  come  before  his  presence  with  thanksgiving,  and  make  a 
joyful  noise  unto  him  with  psalms. 

Teacher.    For  the  Lord  is  a  great  God,  and  a  great  King  above  all  gods. 

School.      In  his  hands  are  the  deep  places  of  the  earth :  the  strength  of  the 
hills  is  his  also. 

Teacher.    The  sea  is  his,  and  he  made  it:  and  his  hands  formed  the  dry 
land. 

School.      O  come,  let  us  worship  and  bow  down:  let  us  kneel  before  the 
Lord  our  maker. 

Teacher     For  he  is  our  God ;  and  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture,  and  the 
sheep  of  his  hand    To  day  if  ye  will  hear  his  voice, 
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Harden  not  your  heart,  as  in  the  provocation,  and  as  in  the  day 
of  temptation  in  the  wilderness : 

When  your  fathers  tempted  me,  proved  me,  and  saw  my  work. 

Forty  years  long  was  I  grieved  with  this  generation,  and  said, 
It  is  a  people  that  do  err  in  their  heart,  and  they  have  not 
known  my  ways: 

Unto  whom  I  sware  in  my  wrath  that  they  should  not  enter 
into  my  rest. 

O  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  new  song:  sing  unto  the  Lord,  all  the 
earth. 

Sing  unto  the  Lord,  bless  his  name;  show  forth  his  salvation 
from  day  to  day. 

Declare  his  glory  among  the  heathen,  his  wonders  among  all 
people. 

For  the  Lord  is  great,  and  greatly  to  be  praised:  he  is  to  be 
feared  above  all  gods. 

For  all  the  gods  of  the  nations  are  idols :  but  the  Lord  made 
the  heavens. 

Honor  and  majesty  are  before  him:  strength  and  beauty  are 
in  his  sanctuary. 

Give  unto  the  Lord,  O  ye  kindreds  of  the  people,  give  unto  the 
Lord  glory  and  strength. 

Give  unto  the  Lord  the  glory  due  unto  his  name:  bring  an 
offering,  and  come  into  his  courts. 

O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness :  fear  before  him, 
all  the  earth. 

Say  among  the  heathen  that  the  Lord  reigneth;  the  world  also 
shall  be  established  that  it  shall  not  be  moved:  he  shall 
judge  the  people  righteously. 

Let  the  heavens  rejoice,  and  let  the  earth  be  glad;  let  the  sea 
roar,  and  the  fulness  thereof. 

Let  the  field  be  joyful,  and  all  that  is  therein:  then  shall  all  the 
trees  of  the  wood  rejoice 

Before  the  Lord:  for  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  judge  the 
earth:  he  shall  judge  the  world  with  righteousness,  and  the 
people  with  his  truth. 

RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  12. 

Bow  down  thine  ear,  O  Lord,  hear  me:  for  I  am  poor  and 
needy. 

Preserve  my  soul;  for  I  am  holy:  O  thou  my  God,  save  thy 
servant  that  trusteth  in  thee. 

Be  merciful  unto  me,  O  Lord:  for  I  cry  unto  thee  daily. 

Rejoice  the  soul  of  thy  servant:  for  unto  thee,  O  Lord,  do  I 
lift  up  my  soul. 
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For  thou,  Lord,  art  good,  and  ready  to  forgive;  and  plenteous 
m  mercy  unto  all  them  that  call  upon  thee. 

Give  ear,  O  Lord,  unto  my  prayer;  and  attend  to  the  voice  of 
my  supplications. 

In  the  day  of  my  trouble  I  will  call  upon  thee:  for  thou  wilt 
answer  me. 

Among  the  gods  there  is  none  like  unto  thee,  O  Lord-  neither 
are  there  any  works  like  unto  thy  works. 

All  nations  whom  thou  hast  made  shall  come  and  worship 
before  thee,  O  Lord;  and  shall  glorify  thy  name. 

For  thou  art  great,  and  doest  wondrous  things:  thou  art  God 
alone. 

Teach  me  thy  way,  O  Lord;  I  will  walk  in  thy  truth:  unite 
my  heart  to  fear  thy  name. 

I  will  praise  thee,  O  Lord  my  God,  with  all  my  heart:  and  I  will 
glorify  thy  name  for  evermore. 

For  great  is  thy  mercy  toward  me :  and  thou  hast  delivered  my 
soul  from  the  lowest  hell. 

O  God,  the  proud  are  risen  against  (ne,  and  the  assemblies  of 
violent  men  have  sought  after  ny  soul;  and  have  not  set 
thee  before  them. 

But  thou  0  Lord,  art  a  God  full  of  compassion,  and  gracious 
longsuftermg,  and  plenteous  in  mercy  and  truth. 

0  turn  unto  me,  and  have  mercy  upon  me ;  give  thv  strength 
unto  thy  servant,  and  save  the  son  of  thine  handmaid. 

Show  me  a  token  for  good ;  that  they  which  hate  me  may  see 
it,  and  be  ashamed:  because  thou,  Lord,  hast  holpen  me^  and 
comforted  me. 

His  foundation  is  in  the  holy  mountains. 

The  Lord  loveth  the  gates  of  Zion  more  than  all  the  dwellings 
of  Jacob.  & 

Glorious  things  are  spoken  of  thee,  O  city  of  God. 

1  will  make  mention  of  Rahab  and  Babylon  to  them  that  know 
me:  behold  Philistia,  and  Tyre,  with  Ethiopia;  this  man 
was  born  there. 

And  of  Zion  it  shall  be  said,  This  and  that  man  was  born  in  her: 
and  the  Highest  himself  shall  establish  her. 

The  Lord  shall  count,  when  he  writeth  up  the  people,  that  this 
man  was  born  there. 

As  well  the  singers  as  the  players  on  instruments  shall  be  there: 
all  my  springs  are  in  thee.  " 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  13. 


Teacher.    I  cried  unto  God  with  my  voice,  even  unto  God  with  my  voice; 
and  he  gave  ear  unto  me. 

School.      In  the  day  of  my  trouble  I  sought  the  Lord:  my  sore  ran  in  the 
night,  and  ceased  not :  my  soul  refused  to  be  comforted. 

Teacher.    I  remembered  God,  and  was  troubled:  I  complained,  and  my 
spirit  was  overwhelmed. 

School.      Thou  holdest  mine  eyes  waking:  I  am  so  troubled  that  I  cannot 
speak. 

Teacher.    I  have  considered  the  days  of  old,  the  years  of  ancient  times. 

School.      I  call  to  remembrance  my  song  in  the  night:  I  commune  with 
mine  own  heart :  and  my  spirit  made  diligent  search. 

Teacher.    Will  the  Lord  cast  off  for  ever?  and  will  he  be  favorable  no 
more? 

School.      Is  his  mercy  clean  gone  for  ever?  doth  his  promise  fail  for 
evermore  ? 

Teacher.    Hath  God  forgotten  to  be  gracious?  hath  he  in  anger  shut  up 
his  tender  mercies  ? 

School.      And  I  said,  This  is  my  infirmity:  but  I  will  remember  the  years 
of  the  right  hand  of  the  Most  High. 

Teacher.    I  will  remember  the  works  of  the  Lord:  surely  I  will  remember 
thy  wonders  of  old. 

School.      I  will  meditate  also  of  all  thy  work,  and  talk  of  thy  doings. 

Teacher.    Thy  way,  O  God,  is  in  the  sanctuary:  who  is  so  great  a  God  as 
our  God? 

School.      Thou  art  the  God  that  doest  wonders :  thou  hast  declared  thy 
strength  among  the  people. 

Teacher.    Thou  hast  with  thine  arm  redeemed  thy  people,  the  sons  of 
Jacob  and  Joseph. 

School.      The  waters  saw  thee,  O  God,  the  waters  saw  thee;  they  were 
afraid:  the  depths  also  were  troubled. 

Teacher.    The  clouds  poured  out  water:  the  skies  sent  out  a  sound:  thine 
arrows  also  went  abroad. 

School.      The  voice  of  thy  thunder  was  in  the  heaven:  the  lightnings 
lightened  the  world :  the  earth  trembled  and  shook. 

Teacher.    Thy  way  is  in  the  sea,  and  thy  path  in  the  great  waters,  and  thy 
footsteps  are  not  known. 

School.      Thou  leddest  thy  people  like  a  flock  by  the  hand  of  Moses  and 
Aaron. 
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RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  14. 

Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands. 
Ringing.  L°rd  gladness:  come  bef°re  his  presence  with 

K3  T,that  the  Li°rd  he  is  God:  lt  is  he  that  hath  made  us 
hfs  pasture6  OUrSelV6S;  we  are  his  People,  and  the  sheepTf 

Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his  court*  witfc 
praise:  be  thankful  unto  him,  and  bless  hL  name 

For  the  Lord  is  good;  his  mercy  is  everlasting;  and  his  truth 
endureth  to  all  generations. 

BMy  hneamerd'  °  mj  ^  and  ^  ^  is  within  me>  bless  his 

Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  his  benefits: 

Who  forgiveth  all  thine  iniquities;  who  healeth  all  thy  diseases; 

Who  redeemeth  thy  life  from  destruction;  who  crowneth  thee 
with  loving-kindness  and  tender  mercies ; 

Who  satisfieth  thy  mouth  with  good  things;  so  that  thy  youth 
is  renewed  like  the  eagle's.  J 

The  Lord  executeth  righteousness  and  judgment  for  all  that  are 

oppressed. 

HofTsrae^n°Wn  ^  WayS  Unt°  Moses'  his  acts  unto  the  children 
^inrarcy  merciful  and  Sraci°us,  slow  to  anger,  and  plenteous 
He  will  not  always  chide :  neither  will  he  keep  his  anger  for  ever. 

He  hath  not  dealt  with  us  after  our  sins;  nor  rewarded  us 
according  to  our  iniquities. 

As  far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west,  so  far  hath  he  removed  our 
transgressions  from  us. 

LithatS fe\?hrmr  PitiCth  ^  children'  so  the  Lord  Pitieth  them 

For  he  knoweth  our  frame;  he  remembereth  that  we  are  dust. 

As  for  man  his  days  are  as  grass:  as  a  flower  of  the  field  so  he 
flourisheth. 

For  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  and  it  is  gone;  and  the  place 
thereof  shall  know  it  no  more. 


School.  But  the  mercy  of  the  Lord  is  from  everlasting  to  everlasting 
upon  them  that  fear  him,  and  his  righteousness  unto  chil- 
dren's children; 

Teacher.  To  such  as  keep  his  covenant,  and  to  those  that  remember  his 
commandments  to  do  them. 

School.  The  Lord  hath  prepared  his  throne  in  the  heavens;  and  his 
kingdom  ruleth  over  all. 

Teacher.  Bless  the  Lord,  ye  his  angels,  that  excel  in  strength,  that  do  his 
commandments,  hearkening  unto  the  voice  of  his  word. 

School.  Bless  ye  the  Lord,  all  ye  hosts;  ye  ministers  of  his,  that  do  his 
pleasure. 

Teacher.  Bless  the  Lord,  all  his  works  in  all  places  of  his  dominion :  bless 
the  Lord,  O  my  soul. 

RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  15. 

Teacher.  O  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord ;  for  he  is  good :  because  his  mercy 
endureth  for  ever. 

School.      Let  Israel  now  say,  that  his  mercy  endureth  for  ever. 

Teacher.  Let  the  house  of  Aaron  now  say,  that  his  mercy  endureth  for 
ever. 

School.  Let  them  now  that  fear  the  Lord  say,  that  his  mercy  endureth 
for  ever. 

Teacher.  I  called  upon  the  Lord  in  distress:  the  Lord  answered  me,  and 
set  me  in  a  large  place. 

School.  The  Lord  is  on  my  side ;  I  will  not  fear :  what  can  man  do  unto 
me? 

Teacher.  The  Lord  taketh  my  part  with  them  that  help  me:  therefore 
shall  I  see  my  desire  upon  them  that  hate  me. 

School.      It  is  better  to  trust  in  the  Lord  than  to  put  confidence  in  man. 

Teacher.    It  is  better  to  trust  in  the  Lord  than  to  put  confidence  in  princes. 

School.  All  nations  compassed  me  about:  but  in  the  name  of  the  Lord 
will  I  destroy  them. 

Teacher.  They  compassed  me  about;  yea,  they  compassed  me  about: 
but  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  I  will  destroy  them. 

School.  They  compassed  me  about  like  bees ;  they  are  quenched  as  the 
fire  of  thorns :  for  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  I  will  destroy  them. 

Teacher.  Thou  hast  thrust  sore  at  me  that  I  might  fall:  but  the  Lord 
helped  me. 

School.      The  Lord  is  my  strength  and  song,  and  is  become  my  salvation. 

Teacher.  The  voice  of  rejoicing  and  salvation  is  in  the  tabernacles  of  the 
righteous :  the  right  hand  of  the  Lord  doeth  valiantly. 
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The  right  hand  of  the  Lord  is  exalted:  the  right  hand  of  the 
Lord  doeth  valiantly. 

I  shall  not  die,  but  live,  and  declare  the  works  of  the  Lord. 

The  Lord  hath  chastened  me  sore:  but  he  hath  not  given  me 
over  unto  death. 

Open  to  me  the  gates  of  righteousness ;  I  will  go  into  them  and 
I  will  praise  the  Lord: 

This  gate  of  the  Lord,  into  which  the  righteous  shall  enter. 

I  will  praise  thee :  for  thou  hast  heard  me,  and  art  become  my 
salvation.  J 

The  stone  which  the  builders  refused  is  become  the  head  stone 
of  the  corner. 

This  is  the  Lord's  doing;  it  is  marvellous  in  our  eyes.  -  ! 

This  is  the  day  which  the  Lord  hath  made;  we  will  rejoice  and 
be  glad  in  it. 

Save  now,  I  beseech  thee,  O  Lord:  0  Lord,  I  beseech  thee  send 
now  prosperity. 

Blessed  be  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord:  we  have 
blessed  you  out  of  the  house  of  the  Lord. 

God  is  the  Lord,  which  hath  showed  us  light:  bind  the  sacrifice 
with  cords,  even  unto  the  horns  of  the  altar. 

Thou  art  my  God,  and  I  will  praise  thee:  thou  art  my  God  I 
will  exalt  thee. 

O  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord;  for  he  is  good:  for  his  mercy 
endureth  for  ever. 


RESPONSIVE  READING  No.  16. 

Teacher.  O  God,  thou  art  my  God;  early  will  I  seek  thee:  my  soul 
thirsteth  for  thee,  my  flesh  longeth  for  thee  in  a  dry  and 
thirsty  land,  where  no  water  is; 

School.  To  see  thy  power  and  thy  glory,  so  as  I  have  seen  thee  in  the 
sanctuary. 

Teacher.  Because  thy  loving-kindness  is  better  than  life,  my  lips  shall 
praise  thee. 

School.  Thus  will  I  bless  thee  while  I  live:  I  will  lift  up  my  hands  in 
thy  name. 

Teacher.  My  soul  thall  be  satisfied  as  with  marrow  and  fatness ;  and  my 
mouth  shall  praise  thee  with  joyful  lips: 

School.  When  I  remember  thee  upon  my  bed,  and  meditate  on  thee  in 
the  night  watches. 


Teacher.  Because  thou  hast  been  my  help,  therefore  in  the  shadow  of  thy 
wings  will  I  rejoice. 

School.  My  soul  followeth  hard  after  thee:  thy  right  hand  upholdeth 
me. 

Teacher.  But  those  that  seek  my  soul,  to  destroy  it,  shall  go  into  the 
lower  parts  of  the  earth. 

School.      They  shall  fall  by  the  sword:  they  shall  be  a  portion  for  foxes. 

Teacher.  But  the  king  shall  rejoice  in  God;  every  one  that  sweareth  by 
him  shall  glory:  but  the  mouth  of  them  that  speak  lies  thall 
be  stopped. 

School.  Praise  waiteth  for  thee,  O  God,  in  Zion:  and  unto  thee  shall  the 
vow  be  performed. 

Teacher.    O  thou  that  hearest  prayer,  unto  thee  shall  all  flesh  come. 

School.  Iniquities  prevail  against  me:  as  for  our  transgressions,  thou 
shalt  purge  them  away. 

Teacher.  Blessed  is  the  man  whom  thou  choosest,  and  causest  to  approach 
unto  thee,  that  he  may  dwell  in  thy  courts:  we  shall  be 
satisfied  with  the  goodness  of  thy  house,  even  of  thy  holy 
temple. 

School.  By  terrible  things  in  righteousness  wilt  thou  answer  us,  O  God 
of  our  salvation;  who  art  the  confidence  of  all  the  ends  of 
the  earth,  and  of  them  that  are  afar  off  upon  the  sea: 


Teacher.  Which  by  his  strength  setteth  fast  the  mountains;  being 
girded  with  power: 

School.  Which  stilleth  the  noise  of  the  seas,  the  noise  of  their  waves, 
and  the  tumult  of  the  people. 

Teacher.  They  also  that  dwell  in  the  uttermost  parts  are  afraid  at  thy 
tokens:  thou  makest  the  outgoings  of  the  morning  and 
evening  to  rejoice. 

School.  Thou  visitest  the  earth,  and  waterest  it:  thou  greatly  enrichest 
it  with  the  river  of  God,  which  is  full  of  water:  thou  preparest 
them  corn,  when  thou  hast  so  provided  for  it. 

Teacher.  Thou  waterest  the  ridges  thereof  abundantly :  thou  settlest  the 
furrows  thereof:  thou  makest  it  soft  with  showers:  thou 
blessest  the  springing  thereof. 

School.  Thou  crownest  the  year  with  thy  goodness ;  and  thy  paths  drop" 
fatness. 

Teacher.  They  drop  upon  the  pastures  of  the  wilderness:  and  the  little 
hills  rejoice  on  every  side. 

School.  The  pastures  are  clothed  with  flocks;  the  valleys  also  are 
covered  over  with  corn;  they  shout  for  joy,  they  also  sing. 


RESPONSIVE  READING,  No.  17. 
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I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills,  from  whence  cometh  my  help 
My  help  cometh  from  the  Lord,  which  made  heaven  and  earth 
^notslumber^  *7  ^  t0  be  m°Ved  :  he  that  keeP^  thee  will 
Behold,  he  that  keepeth  Israel  shall  neither  slumber  nor  sleep. 
The  Lord  is  thy  keeper  :  the  Lord  is  thy  shade  upon  thy  right  hand 
The  sun  shall  not  smite  thee  by  day,  nor  the  moon  by  night. 
The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from  all  evil :  he  shall  preserve  thy  soul 
T t^^^^i^         ^y  coming  in  from  this 
I  was*  glad  when  they  said  unto  me,  Let  us  go  into  the  house  of  the 

Our  feet  shall  stand  within  thy  gates,  O  Jerusalem. 
Jerusalem  is  builded  as  a  city  that  is  compact  together  : 
Whither  the  tribes  go  up,  the  tribes  of  the  Lord,  unto  the  testimonv 
of  Israel,  to  give  thanks  unto  the  name  of  the  Lord!  testimony 

FDa^r  thr°neS  °f  judSment>  the  thrones  of  the  house  of 

Pray  for  the  peace  of  Jerusalem  :  they  shall  prosper  that  love  thee 
Peace  be  within  thy  walls,  and  prosperity  within  thy  palaces 
Fwithfn\h1e.ren         C°mPanions'  sakes>  I  will  now  say,  Peace  be 
Because  of  the  house  of  the  Lord  our  God  I  will  seek  thy  good. 
Unto  thee  lift  I  up  mine  eyes,  O  thou  that  dwellest  in  the  heavens. 

B^n\dLak^e  eye?  °f  SerV/ntS  look  unto  the  han<*  of  their  masters 
and  as  the  eyes  of  a  maiden  unto  the  hand  of  her  mistress  ■  so  our 
eyes  wait  upon  the  Lord  our  God,  until  that  he  W^^p^ 

^a^M^r mercy  upon  us:  for  we  are  * 
°^tt  5sr«iSs2  f^s^ of  those  that  are  at 


Teacher. 
School. 
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RESPONSIVE  READING,  No,  18, 

If  it  had  not  been  the  Lord  who  was  on  our  side,  now  may  Israel  say  • 
Against  us°:  W  Wh°  ™  °n  °Ur  side>  when  *en  rose  up 

^ainsT^sf  SWalWd  US  UP  quick»  ^en  their  wrath  was  kindled 
^souh116  WatGrS        overwhelmed  ^  the  stream  had  gone  over  our 
Then  the  proud  waters  had  gone  over  our  soul. 
Blessed  be  the  Lord,  who  hath  not  given  us  as  a  prey  to  their  teeth 

°™n8~l  \  Taped  ?S  a  bird  OUt  of  the  snare  of  the  fowlers  -  the 
snare  is  broken,  and  we  are  escaped.  *°wiers  .  tne 

Our  help  is  in  the  name  of  the  Lord,  who  made  heaven  and  earth. 


School.      He  sendeth  the  springs  into  the  valleys,  which  run  among  the  hills. 

Teacher.    They  give  drink  to  every  beast  of  the  field  :  the  wild  asses  quench 
their  thirst. 

By  them  shall  the  fowls  of  the  heaven  have  their  habitation,  which 
sing  among  the  branches. 

He  watereth  the  hills  from  his  chambers  :  the  earth  is  satisfied  with 
the  fruit  of  thy  works. 

He  causeth  the  grass  to  grow  for  the  cattle,  and  herb  for  the  service 
of  man  :  that  he  may  bring  forth  food  out  of  the  earth  ; 

And  wine  that  maketh  glad  the  heart  of  man,  and  oil  to  make  his 
face  to  shine,  and  bread  which  strengtheneth  man's  heart. 

The  trees  of  the  Lord  are  full  of  sap  ;  the  cedars  of  Lebanon,  which 
he  hath  planted ; 

Where  the  birds  make  their  nests :  as  for  the  stork,  the  fir  trees  are 
her  house. 

The  high  hills  are  a  refuge  for  the  wild  goats  ;  and  the  rocks  for  the 
conies. 

He  appointeth  the  moon  for  seasons:  the  sun  knoweth  his  going  down. 

Thou  makest  darkness  and  it  is  night :  wherein  all  the  beasts  of  the 
forest  do  creep  forth. 

The  young  lions  roar  after  their  prey,  and  seek  their  meat  from  God. 

The  sun  ariseth,  they  gather  themselves  together,  and  lay  them  down 
in  their  dens. 

Man  goeth  forth  unto  his  work  and  to  his  labor  until  the  evening. 

0  Lord,  how  manifold  are  thy  works  !  in  wisdom  hast  thou  made 
them  all :  the  earth  is  full  of  thy  riches. 

So  is  this  great  and  wide  sea,  wherein  are  things  creeping  innumerable, 
both  small  and  great  beasts. 

There  go  the  ships  :  there  is  that  leviathan,  whom  thou  hast  made  to 
play  therein. 

These  wait  all  upon  thee  ;  that  thou  may  est  give  them  their  meat  in 
due  season. 

That  thou  givest  them  they  gather :  thou  openest  thine  hand,  they  are 
filled  with  good. 

Thou  hidest  thy  face,  they  are  troubled  :  thou  takest  away  their  breath, 
they  die,  and  return  to  their  dust. 

Thou  sendest  forth  thy  spirit,  they  are  created:  and  thou  renewest 
the  face  of  the  earth. 

The  glory  of  the  Lord  shall  endure  for  ever :  the  Lord  shall  rejoice 
in  his  works. 

He  looketh  on  the  earth,  and  it  trembleth  :  he  toucheth  the  hills, 
and  they  smoke. 

1  will  sing  unto  the  Lord  as  long  as  I  live  :  I  will  sing  praise  to  my 
God  while  I  have  my  being. 

My  meditation  of  him  shall  be  sweet :  I  will  be  glad  in  the  Lord. 
Let  the  sinners  be  consumed  out  of  the  earth,  and  let  the  wicked  be 
no  more.    Bless  thou  the  Lord,  O  my  soul.    Praise  ye  the  Lord. 
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They  that  trust  in  the  Lord  shall  be  as  Mount  Zion,  which  cannot  be 
removed,  but  abideth  for  ever. 

As  the  mountains  are  round  about  Jerusalem,  so  the  Lord  is  round 
about  his  people  from  henceforth  even  for  ever. 

For  the  rod  of  the  wicked  shall  not  rest  upon  the  lot  of  the  right- 
eous :  lest  the  righteous  put  forth  their  hands  unto  iniquity. 

Do  good,  O  Lord,  unto  those  that  be  good,  and  to  them  that  are 
upright  in  their  hearts. 

As  for  such  as  turn  aside  unto  their  crooked  ways,  the  Lord  shall 
lead  them  forth  with  the  workers  of  iniquity  :  but  peace  shall  be 
upon  Israel. 

When  the  Lord  turned  again  the  captivity  of  Zion,  we  were  like  them 
that  dream. 

Then  was  our  mouth  filled  with  laughter,  and  our  tongue  with  sing- 
ing :  then  said  they  among  the  heathen,  The  Lord  hath  done  great 
things  for  them. 

The  Lord  hath  done  great  things  for  us ;  whereof  we  are  glad. 

Turn  again  our  captivity,  O  Lord,  as  the  streams  in  the  south. 

They  that  sow  in  tears  shall  reap  in  joy. 

He  that  goeth  forth  and  weepeth,  bearing  precious  seed,  shall  doubt- 
less come  again  with  rejoicing,  bringing  his  sheaves  with  him. 

Except  the  Lord  build  the  house,  they  labor  in  vain  that  build  it : 
except  the  Lord  keep  the  city,  the  watchman  waketh  but  in  vain. 

It  is  vain  for  you  to  rise  up  early,  to  sit  up  late,  to  eat  the  bread  of 
sorrows  :  for  so  he  giveth  his  beloved  sleep. 

Lo,  children  are  a  heritage  of  the  Lord  :  and  the  fruit  of  the  womb 
is  his  reward. 

As  arrows  are  in  the  hand  of  a  mighty  man ;  so  are  children  of  the 
youth. 

Happy  is  the  man  that  hath  his  quiver  full  of  them :  they  shall  not 
be  ashamed,  but  they  shall  speak  with  the  enemies  in  the  gate. 

RESPONSIVE  READING,  No,  J9. 

Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul.  O  Lord  my  God,  thou  are  very  great ; 
thou  art  clothed  with  honor  and  majesty  : 

Who  coverest  thyself  with  light  as  with  a  garment :  who  stretchest 
out  the  heavens  like  a  curtain  : 

Who  layeth  the  beams  of  his  chambers  in  the  waters  :  who  maketh 
the  clouds  his  chariot :  who  walketh  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind  : 

Who  maketh  his  angels  spirits  :  his  ministers  a  flaming  fire : 

Who  laid  the  foundations  of  the  earth,  that  it  should  not  be  removed 
for  ever. 

Thou  coveredst  it  with  the  deep  as  with  a  garment :  the  waters  stood 
above  the  mountains. 

At  thy  rebuke  they  fled ;  at  the  voice  of  thy  thunder  they  hasted 
away. 

They  go  up  by  the  mountains  ;  they  go  down  by  the  valleys  unto  the 
place  which  thou  hast  founded  for  them. 

Thou  hast  set  a  bound  that  they  may  not  pass  over  :  that  they  turn 
not  again  to  cover  the  earth. 


RESPONSIVE  READING,  No*  20. 


Teacher. 
School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 
School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 
Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 

School. 

Teacher. 
School. 

Teacher. 

Teacher. 
School. 


0  Lord,  thou  hast  searched  me,  and  known  me. 

Thou  knowest  my  downsitting  and  mine  uprising ;  thou  understandest 
my  thought  afar  off. 

Thou  compassest  my  path  and  my  lying  down,  and  art  acquainted 
with  all  my  ways. 

For  there  is  not  a  word  in  my  tongue,  but,  lo,  O  Lord,  thou  knowest 
it  altogether. 

Thou  hast  beset  me  behind  and  before,  and  laid  thine  hand  upon  me. 

Such  knowledge  is  too  wonderful  for  me  ;  it  is  high,  I  cannot  attain 
unto  it. 

Whither  shall  I  go  from  thy  Spirit  ?  or  whither  shall  I  flee  from  thy 
presence  ? 

If  I  ascend  up  into  heaven,  thou  art  there  :  if  I  make  my  bed  in  hell 
behold,  thou  art  there. 

If  I  take  the  wings  of  the  morning,  and  dwell  in  the  uttermost  parts 
of  the  sea : 

Even  there  shall  thy  hand  lead  me,  and  thy  right  hand  shall  hold  me. 

If  I  say,  Surely  the  darkness  shall  cover  me  :  even  the  night  shall  be 
light  about  me.  " 

Yea,  the  darkness  hideth  not  from  thee :  but  the  night  shineth  as  the 
day  :  the  darkness  and  the  light  are  both  alike  to  thee. 

1  will  praise  thee  ;  for  I  am  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made  :  marvel- 
lous are  thy  works  ;  and  that  my  soul  knoweth  right  well. 

My  substance  was  not  hid  from  thee,  when  I  was  made  in  secret  and 
curiously  wrought  in  the  lowest  parts  of  the  earth. 

Thine  eyes  did  see  my  substance,  yet  being  unperfect ;  and  in  thy 
book  all  my  members  were  written,  which  in  continuance  were 
fashioned,  when  as  yet  there  was  none  of  them. 

How  precious  also  are  thy  thoughts  unto  me,  O  God  !  how  great  is  the 
sum  of  them ! 

If  I  should  count  them,  they  are  more  in  number  than  the  sand  • 
when  I  awake,  I  am  still  with  thee. 

Surely  thou  wilt  slay  the  wicked,  O  God  :  depart  from  me  therefore 
ye  bloody  men.  ' 

For  they  speak  against  thee  wickedly,  and  thine  enemies  take  thv 
name  in  vain.  J 

Do  not  I  hate  them,  O  Lord,  that  hate  thee?  and  am  not  I  grieved 
with  those  that  rise  up  against  thee  ? 

I  hate  them  with  perfect  hatred  :  I  count  them  mine  enemies. 

Search  me,  O  God,  and  know  my  heart:  try  me,  and  know  my 
thoughts  : 

And  see  if  there  be  any  wicked  way  in  me,  and  lead  me  in  the  way 
everlasting. 

RESPONSIVE  READING,  No.  2U 

Lord,  I  cry  unto  thee  :  make  haste  unto  me  ;  give  ear  unto  my  voice 
when  I  cry  unto  thee.  '  ' 

Let  my  prayer  be  set  forth  before  thee  as  incense ;  and  the  lifting  up 
of  my  hands  as  the  evening  sacrifice. 
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Set  a  watch,  O  Lord,  before  my  mouth  ;  keep  the  door  of  my  lips 
1  Sfi  make'nfy  ™$&g  ^  *>  -»  *•  ^d 

\?oZ*  °Ut  ^  C°mplaint  before  him  i  1  *owed  before  him  my 

1  ^^^^^^^ - 

1  t^ztr^ni. said>  Thou  art  my  refuge  and  m^  p°rti- 

Attend  unto  my  cry;  for  I  am  brought  very  low  ■  deliver  ™*  f 
my  persecutors  ;  for  they  are  stronger  than  I      '    ellVer  me  fr°m 

A™Z*nZBiX^S  SerVaDt :  fOT  »       ^  shall 

For  the  enemy  hath  persecuted  my  soul  ■  he  hath  ™  r# 

as.-*-  ™  *  Sarahs 

T  Urde0solaie  my         OVerwhetae<i  within  me ;  my  heart  within  me 
\n™^r£!  £?h^  1  meditate-       *7  works; 

1  thfrlty  faud".  my  *"*  "nt0  thee  :  ^  soul  after  thee,  as  a 

Hear  me  speedily,  0  Lord  ;  my  spirit  faileth  •  hidf  nnt  «,„  t 

me,  lest  I  be  like  unto  themVat  go  down  into  the  pit  7  fr°m 
Cause  me  to  hear  thy  loving-kindness  in  the  morning  for  in  the. 

Ihft  upSLy\aoUuTunteo\heenOW  ^  ^  "  1  ^ 
Deliver  me,  O  Lord,  from  mine  enemies  :  I  flee  unto  thee  to  hide  me 

T?eahd  me  Lfctfj  &X££  ^  '  ^  *  —  = 

•JS^^isi&'Sasr sake:  for  thy  «*»— — 


No.  1. 


Evening  Bells. 


1 


E 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  Eve- ning  bells!  I   hear   them  ring-ing,  While  the  fields  in  slum  -  ber  lie; 

2.  In      the  night  the  soft  winds  pass-ing,  Gen  -  tly  stirred  the  pla  -  cid  stream, 

3.  Eve -ning  bells  a  -  gain    are  call-ing,  Ye     who  trust  and  ye    who  pray; 


rit. 


p 
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And    the  stars  are    si  -  lent  stray-ing,  Thro'  the  cham-bers  of    the  sky. 
While  the  moon  so  calm  -  ly  shin  -  ing,  Shed   a  -  broad  her   sil  -  Vry  gleam. 
Pear  not,dread  not,  night  sur-round  -  ing,  Slum  -  ber  soft  -  ly    till    the  day. 


PIP 


Refrain.    Waltz  tempo. 


Dream  -  less,         be    our  slum-bers,  Till   the  star    as  -  cend  -  eth, 
Dreamless.dreamless,  Till   the  east  -  em  star  as-cend-eth 


m 


And  resounds  the  dis-tant  horn,  Call-ing  loud  to  greet  the  morn;  greet  the  morn. 


^^^^ 
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No.  2.        Maryland!  My  Maryland! 
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1.  Thou  wilt  not  cow- er     in   the  dust,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land' 

2.  Thou  wUt  not  yield  the  Van  -  dal  toil,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  rT-landi 

3.  I        see    no  blush  up  -  on  thy  cheek,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land! 
hear  the  dis- tant  thun  -  der  hum,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land! 


as 


S:  f  S 


Thy  beam-ing  sword  shall  nev  -  er  rust,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land' 

Thou  wilt  not  crook  to    his  con-trol,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma -ry-land! 

Tho    thou  wast  ev  -  er  brave  -  ly  meek,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land' 

The    Old  Line  bu  -  gle,  fife  and  drum,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land! 


4= 
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Be  -  mem-ber  Car -roll's  sa-cred  trust,  Ee-mem-ber  Ho-ward'S  war-like  thrust, 
Bet  -  ter  the  fire    up  -  on  thee  roll,    Bet  -  ter  the  shot,  the  blade,  the  bowl, 
For    life  and  death,for  woe  and  weal,  Thy  peer  -  less  chiv  -  al  -  ry    re  -  veal 
Come!  to  thine  own   he  -  ro  -  ie  throng/That  stalks  with  Lib  -  er  -  ty    a  -  long 


m 
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And  all   thy  slumbVers  with  the  just,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land' 

Than  cru  -  ci- fix -ion    of    the  soul,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land*' 

And  gird  thy  beauteous  limbs  with  steel,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land' 

And  ring  thy  daunt-less   slo-gan  song,  Ma  -  ry-land!  my  Ma  -  ry-land! 


No.  3. 


If  It  Were  June. 


M.  D.  Tolman. 
Mod? 


mf  Allegretto. 


Leonard  B.  Marshall. 
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1.  If  it  were  June!  The  mead  -  ows  would  be     full    of   song;  A 

2.  If  it  were  June!  The  mead  -  ows  would  be  bright  with  flow'rs;  The 

3.  If  it  were  June !  The  zeph  -  yrs    mild  would  come  and    go  Thro' 

4.  If  it  were  June — For  June  makes  per  -  feet  days,  you  know — The 


mead-ow  lark  would  sing; 
but  -  ter-cups  would  dance; 
sun-shine  and  thro'  shade; 
sky  would  be  so  blue, 


And 
And 
And 


So 

would  sing; 


from  a  tree  some  "C  -  ka-lee  V  In 
all  the  hap  -  py  clov  -  er  laugh,  And 
all  the  lit  -  tie  sprites  of  air,  Would 
ra  -  diant  with  ce  -  les  -  tial  light,  Heav'n 


a 
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soft  flute  notes  would  sing, 
but  -  ter-flies  would  prance, 
wan-der,un  -  a  -  fraid, 
would  be  shin  -  ing  thro', 


y  i 

And  from  a  tree 
And  all   the  hap 
And  all   the  lit 
So  ra-diant  with 


V   I    U.  I  u 

some  "C  -  ka-lee"  In 
■  py  clov  -  er  laugh,  And 
tie  sprites  of  air  Would 
ce  -  les  -  tial  light,  Heav'n 


!  / 
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soft  flute  notes  would  sing,  If 
but-ter-flies  would  prance — If 
wan  -  der,  un  -  a-f raid —  If 
would  be  shining  thro',  If 


it  were 

it  were 

it  were 

it  were 


35- 
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June, 
June, 
June, 
June, 


were  June ! 

were  June! 

were  June! 

were  June! 


Used  by  permission  of  Silver,  Burdette  &  Co. 


No.  4. 


Boat  Song. 


Tho 

9.  MOOJ%E 

1  1  h 

1  1  as-  1 

uj*  m 

Rheem. 

i  % 

-%  8 

x.  r  ami  -  ry  as  toils  the      ev  -  'ning  chime,  Our  voic  -  es  keep  tune,  and  our 

2.  Why  should  we  yet  our      sail   un  -  furl?  There  is     not   a  breath  the  blue 

3.  Ot   -    ta-wa's  tide,this    tremb-ling    moon  Shall  see    us   float  o  -  ver  thy 


oars  keep  time;  Soon  as  the  woods  on  shore  iook  dim,  We'll 
waves  to  curl;  But  when  the  wind  blows  off  the  shore,  Oh, 
surg  -  es        soon;  Saint    of  this  green  isle,   hear   our     pray'rs,  Oh,' 


4* 

Chorus. 

sing  at  bt.  Ann's  our  part  -  ing 
sweet-ly  we'll  rest  our  wea  -  ry 
grant  us  cool  heavens  and    fav  -  'ring 


hymn. 

oar.      Row,  brothers,  row, 
airs.      Kow.  broth  -  ers, 


*  9^0--^~T--%r±%ZE%~ 

row,  brothers,  row;The  stream  runs  fast,  the  stream  runs  f  ast,The  rap  -  ids  are 
row»  »   The  stream      runs         fast   The  rap 


m 


near,  the  rap-ids  are  near,And  the  day-light  is  past,  the  day-light  is  past, 
ids  are  near,  And  the  day      -      light     is  past 

t 


m 


No.  5. 


Free  Life. 


Allegro. 


ff\  p. 


Arr.  from  Abt. 


I 

1.  Wealth  where  it  bring  no  joy,  Life's  pleas-ures  may  de  -  stroy;  We  would  not 

2.  Free    life  be-neath  the  stream,Shines  there  the  sun's  gay  beam,  Pure  from  the 

3.  Free   sings  the  bird  in  air,    Glad    life   so  fresh  and  fair,    Swift   as  the 


mi 


bor  -  row  Wealth  with  its  sor  -  row;  Live  like  the  flow  -  ers  fair, 
fount-ain,  Fresh  from  the  mount-ain,  Cool  flows  the  sparkling  wave, 
wind  fly,     Glide    like    the    clouds  fly,    Heav'n's  host  of  song-sters  fair, 

! 

*    *  #-  # 


.      jU  -      JL.  JL.        0_  0L 


P 


Chorus. 


m 


Free  -  ly  on  light     and  air  

Green  flow-ing  banks     to      lave   Free  life, 

Free    in  the   up    -  per  air  


glad  life, 


i 


p 


Pure   life  for     me,        Free    life,    glad   life,    Pure   life  for  me. 

JL    JL    JlTjL        m       JL  jg- 


No.  6. 


Sleighing  Song. 


Fred.  E.  Kicks. 


Feed.  A.  Fillmore. 


D.C.I.  Mer 
D.C.  2.  Mer 


ri  -  ly  o  -  ver  the  snow  we  glide,  On  the  smooth  white  track 
ri  -  ly    o  -  ver   the   snow  we  glide,  'Neath  the  warmth  of  robe, 


r  bit  '  ! 

In  the  co  -  zy  sleigh,  0  -  ver  the  hills  thro'  the  for  -  ests  deep, 
And  the  blank  -  et's  fold,      Leav-ing  be  -  hind  ev  -  'ry     tho't   of  care, 


I 


b — I  — Ft?    \,  -fr — U    l    u  n» 
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u  u  u 
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To  the  mu  -  sic 
And  we  fear  not 


we 
the 


dash  a  -  way. 
win  -  ter's  cold. 


i 

« — n- 
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Jing  -  a  -  ling,  ling, 
Jing  -  av  -  ling,  ling, 


JL  A.  A 


Oh,  the  jing  -  ling  bells, 
For  we    love       the  reign 


J: 


Jing 
Jing 


ling, 
ling, 


ling, 
ling, 


} — P — r- 

Jing  -  a  -  ling,  ling, 
Jing  -  a  -  ling,  ling, 

h  Is  Is  I 
*  JL     ±  A. 


5 


Oh,  the  mer 
Of    the  old 


ry 

frost 


t=£=£ 


song,  Oh,  the  hap  - 
king,   And  his  praise 

I 


py  hearts, 
with  heart, 


it  i 


Jing  -  a  - 
Jing  -  a  - 


ling, 
ling, 


ling, 
ling. 

I 


As  we  speed  a  -  way  0  -  ver  the 
Yes,  the  frost  king's  reign,  Bring-eth  the 


i 


m 


i 


That  the  notes 
And  with  voice 


pro  -  long, 
we'll  sing. 

By  per.  of  Fillmore  Bros. 


Sleighing*  Song.  Concluded. 


Fine. 


glist  -  'ning  snow,  To  the  rhyth  -  mic  chimes  Mer-ri  -  ly  on  we  go. 
ice      and     snow,  O'er  the  smooth  white  tracks  Mer-ri  -  ly  on   we  go. 


m 


v  -ft; 


*5 
Steeds 


m 


pranG  -  ing,  beams 


 f  •—\-9--0-v-d- 

— — 0  L— <i=  7~r     I  z= 


danc-ing 


Speed-i  -  ly  hors-es  are  pranc  -  ing,  Bright-ly  the  moonbeams  are  danc-ing, 


EE 


Eye 


glanc  -  ing,  ad 


vane  -  ing, 


-p— r-  ;  ^_  F  F  

Beau-ti-ful  bright  eyes  are  glanc-ing,  While  we  are  swift-ly  ad-vanc  -  ing 


m 


With 

I 

-<s»- 


pleas  -  ure,  glad 


meas  -  ure, 


Oh,  how  our  hearts  thrill  with  pie  as-ure,  How  we  pro-long  the  glad  meas  -  ure, 

D.  C.  al  Fine. 


1 

Hap 
1 


py,    hap  py  we. 

>J  J>  Jr.  -V 


Jol  -  ly  are  we,  yes,  jol  -  ly  are  we,  And  hap-py  as  hap-py  can  be. 


No.  7. 

W.  H.  O. 


Lend  a  Helping  Hand. 


1^ 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
 s — — I  *■ 


1.  Some-bod -y  near  you  is  strug-gling  a  -  lone,  $  -  ver  life's  des  -  ert 

2.  Some-bod -y  near  you  is    hun  -  gry  and  cold;  Send  him  some  aid  to- 

3.  Dear  one  be  bu  -  sy,  for  time  fli  -  eth  fast,  Soon   it  will  all  be 
Hp-    -P-    -P-  -P-    -P-  -P- 


sand;  Faith,hope,and  cour-age  to  -  geth  -  er  are  gone;  Reach  him  a 
day;  Some-bod  -  y  near  you  is  fee  -  ble  and  old,  Left  with-out 
gone;    Soon  will  our  sea  -  son  of    serv  -  ice  be  past,   Soon  will  our 


b    b    b    b    b    b  ^ 


2 


b    b  b 


_p  p.  p.  p  % 

5  5   5  -J  s 


^3 


Hi. 


help-ing  hand;  Turn  on  his  dark- ness  a  beam  of  your  light; 
hu  -  man  stay;      Un  -  der   his   bur  -  dens  put    hands  kind  and  strong; 


»  1 
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Kind  -  le  to  guide  him,  a  bea  -  con  -  fire  bright;  Cheer  his  dis- 
Speak  to  him  ten  -  der  -  ly,  sing  him  a  song;  Haste  to  do 
Some  -  one  needs  help  such    as     you    can     af  -  ford;  Haste   to  as- 


mm 


J  % — i— 1 

5S 

BE 


cour-age  -  ment,  soothe  his  a  -  fright,  Lov  -  ing  -  ly  help    him  stand, 

some-thing  to  help  him   a  -  long —  Lend  him   a  help  -  ing  hand, 

sist    in     the  name  of  the  Lord,   Lend  him  a  help  -  ing  hand. 

f  f  f-  £•  *  '  -  -! 


Copyright,  1903,  by  T.  L.  Gibson. 


Lend  a  Helping*  Hand.  Concluded. 

Chorus. 


3 


1t  : 

Lend  him  a  help  -  ing  hand; 


5 


J  1 


Lend  him  a  help  -  ing  hand; 


help-ing  hand; 


help-ing  hand; 


fellp-t     £     L     £  _« 
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M  m  sit — 
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p  -J 

Turn  on  his  da 

rk-ness  a  I 

J  S  f-n 

%  i  4 

>eam  of  your  1 

ght,  Lend  him 

a  help  -  in 

g  hand. 

^S^-tz-V  1- 
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No.  8. 

A.  S.  Hawks. 


I  Need  Thee. 


Robert  Lowbt. 


1.  I  need  Thee  ev-'ry  hour,  Most  gra  -  cious  Lord;  No  ten-der  voice  like  Thine 
2.1  need  Thee  ev-'ry  hour;  Stay  Thou  near  by;  Temptations  lose  their  pow'r 
3.  I  need  Thee  ev-'ry  hour,  In   joy     or   pain;  Come  quick-ly  and  a  bide, 

rt    -  J 


Refrain. 


Can    peace    af  -  ford. 

When  Thou  art  nigh.  I  need  Thee,  oh,  I  need  Thee;  Ev  -  'ry  hour  I 
Or     life      is  vain. 


^^^^^ 


fee 


need  Thee;  Oh,  bless  me  now,  my  Sav  -  ior!    I     come       to  Thee. 
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No.  9. 

Kudyard  Kipling. 


Recessional. 

His 


Haydn. 


of      our     fa  -  thers,  known  of 

tu  -  mult  and     the  shout 

called  our  na  -  vies  melt  a 

drunk  with  sight    of     pow'r,  we 


5.  For    heath  -  en    heart  that   puts  her 


i 

Sc- 


old- 
ing   dies — 
a    -  way — 
loose 
trust 


i  i 

Lord  of  our 
The   cap  -  tains 
On    dune  and 
Wild  tongues  that 
In    reek  -  ing 


12 


I 

far  -  flung 
and  the 
head  -  land 
have  not 
tube  and 


i  i 


Igf 


bat  -  tie  line —  Be-neath  whose    aw  -  ful  Hand  we 

kings  de  -  part,  Still  stands  Thine  an  -  cient  Sac  -  ri  - 

sinks  the  fire —  Lo,    all     our   pomp    of   yes  -  ter  - 

Thee  to  awe — Such  boast  -  ing    as     the  Gen  -  tiles 

i    -  ron  shard — All  val  -  iant  dust  that  builds  on 


j  x 


I 


hold, 
fice, 
day 
use, 
dust, 


f 


1 


f. 


Do  -  min 

An  hum 

Is  one 

Or  less 

And  guard 

V\ 
S 
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C2 


11 


ion   o    -     ver  palm 
ble    and        a  con 
with  Nin    -    e  -  veh 
er    breeds    with  -  out 
ing   calls      not  Thee 


J  V 


I 

and  pine — Lord  God  of 

-    trite  heart;  Lord  God  of 

and  Tyre!  Judge  of  the 

the  Law — Lord  God  of 

to  guard— For  fran    -  tic 

~1  -  i 


5 


-ga»  m  
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Hosts,  be 
Hosts,  be 
Na  -  tions, 
Hosts,  be 
boast  and 


fffffi 


with  us  yet;  Lest  we 

with  us  yet,  Lest  we 

spare  us  yet,  Lest  we 

with  us  yet,  Lest  we 

fool  -  ish  word,  Thy  Mer 


for  -  get, 
for  -  get, 


for 
for 
cy 


get, 
get, 
on 


lest  we  for 

lest  we  for 

lest  we  for 

lest  we  for 

Thy  Peo-ple, 


get! 
get! 
get! 
get! 
Lord! 


-p — p- 
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No.  10.    Massa's  in  De  Cold,  Cold  Ground. 


S.  C.  F. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


1  j  Round    de  mead-ows  am  a    ring  -  ing  De  dark  ey's  mourn-ful  song, 
(Where   de    i  -  vy    am  a    creep-  ing      O'er  de  gras- sy  mound, 

?  ("When    de  au-tumn  leaves  were  fall -ing,      When  de  day  were  cold,  'Twas 
t  Now     de  or  -  ange  tree  am  bloom  -  ing        On  de   sand  -  y  shore, 

o  /  Mas  -  sa  make  de  dark-ies   love  him,     Cayse  he  was  so  kind; 
\I  can  -  not  work  be  -  fore  to  -  mor  -  row,    Cayse  de  tear-drops  flow; 


\ — i — r=j: 
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mmm 
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m 


s 


V  V 

While    de  mock-ing  bird  am  sing  -  ing, 

Dar     old  mas  -  sa    am  a  sleep  -  ing, 

hard     to  hear  old  mas-sa  call  -  ing, 

Now     de  sum-mer  days  are  com  -  ing, 


J 

Hap-py  as  de  day  am  long;  ) 
Sleep-ing  in  de  cold,  cold  ground.  ) 
Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and  old;  \ 
Mas  -  sa  neb-ber  calls    no  more.  J 


Now     deysad-ly  weep  a  -  bove  him,  Mourning  cayse  he  leave  dembe-hind;  ) 

ban  -  jo.  ) 


I  try 


to  drive  a  -  way  my  sor  -  row, 


Pick -in'  on  de  old 


Chorus. 


P 
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Down       in      de    corn  -  field,       Hear  dat  mourn  -  ful  sound; 


m 


m 


# 


All    de  dark-ies  am  a   weep  -  ing;   Mas-sa's  in    de  cold,  cold  ground 


, — ^ — ^ 


No.  11.      Oh!  Boys  Carry  Me  'Long. 


Moderato. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


Dar's   no    more  troub- le  for 

I've    wan  -  der'd  ma  -  ny  a 

Wid  hearts    so   hap  -  py  and 

De    mead  -  ows  cov-er'd  wid 


— I — 

H 


me; Ps  8*'mQ  t0  roam       In  a  hap  -  py  home  Where 

^                     To  bl°w  de  horn  And    mind     de   corn  And 

light,  ....  Dey  sing  a  song  De     whole    day  long,  And 

green, ....  Old  brin  -  die  Boss  And  de  old     grey  hoss  All 


? 


all  de   nig -gas  am    free,  .  .  . 

keep  de    pos  -  sum  a  -  way,  .  .  . 

dance  de   ju  -  ba     at     night,.  .  . 

beat  -  en,  bro-ken  and    lean,  .  .  „ 


I've  work'd  long  in  de 

No  use  for  me 

Fare    -  well  to  de 

Fare    -  well  to  de 


OhI  Boys  Carry  Me  'Long*.  Concluded. 


fields;  .  . 
now,  . .  . 


dog 


I've  han  -  died    ma  -  ny  a  hoe;  ....  I'll 

So,  dark  -  eys,  bu  -  ry  me  low;  ....  My 

Ob  cot  -  ton,  'bac  -  co  and  all;   ....  Fs 

Dat  al  -  ways  fol-low'd  me  round;  .  .  .  Old 


0=& 
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turn  my  eye,  Be  -  fore      I   die,     And    see      de  su-gar  cane  grow, 

horn  is  dry  And   I     must  lie,  Whar  de  pos  -  sum  ne  -  ber  can  go. 

gwine  to  hoe  In  a  bress  -  ed  row  Whar  de  corn  grows  mellow  and  tall. 
San-cho'll  wail  And  droop   his  tail     When   I       am   un-der  de  ground. 


3T 


Chorus. 


f 


t  9  s 


Oh!    boys,   car  -  ry  me  'long;    Car  -  ry    me   till  I 


die; 


%  r 

1  1  1 
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Car-ry  me  down  To  the  bu  -  ry  -  in'  groun';  Mas-sa,     don't   you  cry. 


tr-n — t 


No.  12. 


Sunset  Peace. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


m 


i  t  i 


m 


1.  Soft  -  ly    the  gold      is      fad  -  ing      Out  of   the    sun  -  se 

2.  Sweet  is    the  peace     of      e    -   ven,    Sweet  to    the    wea  -  ry 


mmm^m 


Shin  -  ing  like  an  -  gel 
Af    -   ter    the    day  is 


Soft  -  ly      the    fiWr  -  heads 
done;         Come  with   thy    ten  -  der 


r.  t 


m 


bend  -  ing,  Sleep  by  the  dust  -  y  way;  Soft  -  ly  the 
heal  -  ing,    Come  with   thy   sweet     re  -  lease,       Come    to  the 

J*   J*    h    J      h  — 


night-winds  are  breath  -  ing,  Peace  to  the  dy  -  ing  day?" 
hearts     that  need      thee,   Wei  -  come,  oh,    sun  -  set  peace. 


0  ' 


Copyright,  1903,  by  T,  L.  Gibson, 


Chorus. 


Sunset  Peace.  Concluded. 


* :  5  ^  * 


Soft -ly  the  gold  is   fad    -    ing,        Out  of  the  sun -set  skies; 

Soft      -     ly   the  gold  is  fad  -  ing,  Out  of   the  sun  -  set  skies; 


•  •  :  ; ; 
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Soft  -  ly  the  stars  are  peep 
Soft        -       ly       the  stars 


ing,  Shin  -  ing  like  an  -  gel 
are   peep  -  ing,  Shin       -      ing  like 


i    v  t 
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-J  1 

eyes;  .... 
an  -  gel  eyes; 

:' :  - 

Soft  -  ly  the  floVr  -  heads  1 
Soft      -        -     ly      the  fl 

t    :  : 

au  3.  1 

)end     -  ing, 

ow'r  -  heads  bend  -  ing, 

r  i 
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Sleep  by  the  dust  -  y  way; 

by     the  dust  - 


.  .  .  .  Soft  -  ly  the  night-winds  are 
y  way;     Soft     -     -      ly  the 

J.-       .  * 


breath  -  -  ing,  Peace 
night-winds  are  breath-ing, 

t 


to    the     dy  -  ing  day. 


No.  13. 

ClRO  PlNSUTI. 


Love  of  Song. 


Arranged  by  T.  L.  Gibson. 


1.  I  sing 

2.  Be  -  cause 


be  -  cause 
a    -  bove 


I 

the 


love 
chang 


to  sing,  Be- 
ing    skies  The 


-0- 
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cause  in  -  stinc  -  tive  fan  -  cies  move;  Be  -  cause  it  hurts  no 
spir  -  it    saith  good     an  -  gels   sing,  Be  -  cause   wher  -  ev  -  er 

IN 


earth  -  ly  thing,  Be  -  cause  it  pleas  -  es  some  I  love, 
sun  -  shine   lies,       The   woods  and  waves  with      mu   -   sic  ring. 


Solo. 


S — < — K 
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Because  it  cheats  night's  weary  hours,  Because  it  cheers  the  brightest  day,  Be- 
Be-cause  a-mid  earth's  Ba-bel  voice,  All   hap-py  things  that  go  or  come,  Give 


Love  of  Song.  Concluded. 


p 
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cause  like  pray'r  and  light  and  flow'rs,  It  helps  me  on  my  hea/n-ly  way. 
to    their  grate  -  ful  hearts  a  voice:  Then  why  should  I     a  -  lone  be  dumb. 


Chorus. 


I  sing, 


r 

I  sing, 


V 

be  -  cause 


I   love  to    sing,  I 
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1  

sing,  I  sing, 

I     sing,  I  sing, 


i 


-  cause    I       love  to 


p 
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sing,       be-cause    I  love  to  sing, 


m 


be-cause     I  love  to  sing. 


6^ 


No.  14. 


Prelude. 


The  Rose  and  the  Gardener. 

Chas.  E  Gabriel. 


1.  The       rose    in     the  gar 

2.  The       full  rose  waxed  in 

3.  But  the  breeze  in    the  morn 


den  slipped 
the  warm 
ing  blew, 


9_TT 

her  bud  And  she 
June  air,  And  she 
and  found     That  the 


laughed  in  the  pride  of  her  youth 
spread  and  spread,till  her  heart 
leaves  of  the  blown  Rose  the  gar  - 

3 


-  f  ul  blood  As  she  tho't  of    the  gar  -  dener 
lay  bare,  And  she  laughed  once  more  as  she 
den  strewed  ;And  he  came      at  noon,  that 


rit. 
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stand  -  ing  by, —  "He  is  old,"    she  said,  "and  he  soon    will  die!" 

heard      his  tread, — "He  is  old   -    er  now,     he  soon  will  be  dead." 

gar  -  dener    old,      And  he  raked  them  soft  -   ly  un  -  der  the  mold. 


Copyright,  1903,  by  T.  L.  Gibson. 


The  Rose  and  the  Gardener.  Concluded. 

Refrain.  Faster. 
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And  I  wove       the   thing  to      a      ran    -   dom  rhyme,      For  the 


m 


r 
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Rose    is   Beau-ty,  and  the  Gar-den-er,  Time;  And  I  wove    the  thing  to  a 


w   ^— v  — 

ran  -  dom  rhyme,  For  the  Rose      is  Beau  -  ty,  and  the  Gar  -  den  -  er,  Time. 
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Spring  Song. 


Thomas  L.  Gibson. 

1.  Spring  is    com-ing,    sure  -  ly  com  -  ing;  She     is     com  -  teg 

2.  Spring  is    com-ing,    sure  -  ly  com  -  ing,  Bring -ing  with  her 


m 


all  the  while,  When  she  comes  with  life  and  beau  -  ty, 
joy     and  glee,     She    will    do     as    she   has  prom-ised; 


i 
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She  will  bring  a 
Cast  new   life  o'er 
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wel  -  come  smile; 
hill      and  lea. 


Soon  you'll  see  the 
Wake  the  flow'rs  and 


i 
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birds  and  blos-soms,  They  will  fol  -  low  in  her  train, 
trees    from  sleep  -  ing,  Bring  the  birds    to      sing     her  strain 


3^ 
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Lit  -  tie  chil-dren  join  her  cho  -  ras,  Sing  with  her  a  -  gain. 
Trees  and  birds  and  flow'rs  and  chil-dren,     Speak    of  life    a  -  gain. 
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Spring*  Song*.  Concluded. 


V 

L  i 

0 .  s 

g— 3  3  ; 

# 

-1 

Heigh-ho!  "List!"  They  are  com-ing  now;    Birds    to  the  tune    of  the 
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spring 

-  time  breeze;  Throw  out  your  flags,  birch  and 

ma 

-  pie  boughs; 
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Shake  out  your  soft  tassels,  wil-  low  trees;      Up,  blades  of  grass  from  the 


SB 


low  -  ly   ground,    Hear  who    is    call  -  ing  you,  call 


ing  long; 


It 
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Forth    to  the  winds  soft    sil-v'ry  sound,    All    u  -  nite    in  song. 
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No.  16. 


Little  Wee-Wees. 

From  "Brownies'  Cantata,"  Gabriel. 


1.  Lit -tie  Wee-Wees,  Trying  to  please,  Find-ing  a  welcome  wherever  we  go 

2.  Who  can  tell,  why,    We  are  so  shy?    Who-ev  -  er  saw  us,  or  heard  us  before? 


r 
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Pretty  bright  eyes,  Prudent  and  wise,  Ro-guish-ly  winking  just  so! 
Who  knows  the  road,  To  our  a-bode;  Tho'  they  have  traveled  it  o'er? 


3 
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Hap-py  and  gay,  Spend-ing  the  day,  Sail-ing  to-geth-er  a-bont  on  the  breeze. 
On-ly  in  sleep,  You'll  get  a  peep,  Atus,or  of  our  bright  home  if  you  please. 
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By  permission  of  Fillmore  Bros. 


Little  Wee-Wees.  Concluded. 
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Quaint-est  of  all,  Cunning  and  small,  We  are  the  little  Wee-Wees. 
No   one  can  know,  Whither  we    go,     We  are  the  little  Wee-Wees. 
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Refrain. 

Wee  -  Wees,       lit-tle  Wee-Wees,   Al-ways  so  gay —  Nev-er  pas-see ! 
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No.  17.     When  the  Band  Plays  Dixie. 


Thomas  l,.  Gibson. 


1.  When  the  band    is  play-ing,  as  they're  marching  down  the  street,  The 

2.  When  the  band  plays  Dix  -  ie,  then   the  vet  -  e  -  rans  so  gray,  They 

3.  When  the  band  plays  oth  -  er  tunes,  the  folks  sit  on   the  ground,  They 

4.  When  the  band  plays  Dix  -  ie,  how     it  stirs  a  f el-low's  soul,  '  I  can 


0~ 

ft 
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boys  throw  up  their  hats  and  yell,  for  that  tune's  hard  to  beat,  And  the 
sort     of  fall    to  dream  -  ing   of  the  bat  -  tie  far   a -way,    And  they 
list  -  en  to    the  mu     -   sic    and  watch  the  drummer  pound,  But 
hear    the  boom  of  can  -  non,  see    the    war  clouds  round  me  roll,   And  I'm 


fel  -  lows  in     the  of  -  fie  -  es,  they  keep  time  with     their  feet, 
half  for-get   their  crutch-es,while  they're  hoi  -  ler  -  ing       hur  -  rah; 
if     you  want    to  hear  'em  yell    and   see  them  dance      a  -  round, 
free    to  say  good  peo    -   pie  that    I     lose  my  -  self  con  -  trol, ' 
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When  the  Band  Plays  Dixie.  Concluded. 


When  the  band  is  play  -  ing  Dix  -  ie 

When  the  band  is  play  -  ing  Dix  -  ie 

Just        have  the  band  play  Dix  -  ie 

When  the  band  is  play  -  ing  Dix  -  ie 


in  the  morn  -  ing. 

in  the  morn  -  ing. 

in  the  morn  -  ing. 

in  the  morn  -  ing. 


For  there  is  no  mu-siclike  it    on  land  or  on  sea;  They  are  playing  it  for- 
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ev-er  in  the  coun-try  of  the  Free;  It's  a   hal  -  le  -  In  -  jah  sea-son 
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to  the  ver-y  soul  of  me,  When  the  band  is  playing  Dix-ie  in  the  morning. 

From  the  "Atlanta  Constitution.'* 


No.  18.         Break,  Break,  Break. 

ALIX^«~  Leonard  B.  M.bsh^. 


1.  Break,  break,  break,  On  the  cold  gray  stones,  6 
4.  Break,  break,     break,       At       the       foot_^of    the  crags,  0 


sea!  And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  ut  .  ter  the 
S| !L  fv  B"£  *hN  der  ^ace  of  J      day  tlat  >'s   dead  will 
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thotsthat  a- rise  in  me,  And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could 
nev  -  er  come  back^   to      me,      But  the   ten_-     der  grace    of  a 


,       "  ~   1 — 


ut  "  -  ter  the  tho'ts  that  a  -  rise  in  me; 
day  that  ^is     dead    will   nev  -  er     come   back    to  me; 


Break,  break,  break 
£,  break,  break 


On  the  cold  gray  stones,  0  sea! 
On    the      cold   gray  stones,   0  sea! 
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Break,  Break,  Break.  Concluded. 
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2.  0       well   for  the  fish  -  er-man's  boy 

3.  Andthestate-ly      ships        go  on 
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That  he  shouts  with  his  sis  -  ter  at 
To  the  ha  -  ven    un  -  dor  the 
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hill;  But 

yell    for  the      sail   -  or 
0      for  the   touch  of   a  1 
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7an  -  ished  hand^And  the 
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sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay! 
eound  of    a  voice  that  is  still! 
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01      a    voice    mat    is  sun; 
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But 


well  for  the  sail  -  or 
0     for  the  touch  of  a 
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rit. 


That  he  sings   on  his 
van  -  ished  hand,    And  the  sound  of  a 


lad, 


boat  on  the  bay! 
voice  that    is  still! 
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a  tempo. 
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rail. 


D.  C.  4th  verse. 
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tfreak,  break,  break  On  the  cold  gray 
Break,  break,   break      On  the     cold  gray 
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stones,  0  sea! 
stones,    0  sea! 


No.  19. 


Boating  Song, 


1.  Jol     -     Iy    boat-ingweath-er,  And     a    hay  har  -  vest  breeze; 

2.  Carv-rag  with  el  -  bow  nudg-es,  Lob  -  sters  we  throw  be  -  hind; 

3.  Oth  -  era  will  fill   our  plac  -  es.  Dressed  in  the    old  light  blue; 

4.  Twen-ty  years  hence  this  weath-er  May  tempt  us  from  of- fine  stools; 

5.  Oth^ers  will  fill    our  plac  -  es,  Dressed  in  the   well  known  hue,  ' 


B|ade           on  feath-er,  Shade           off   the  trees; 

Vin  -  e  -  gar,  no  -  bod  -  y  grudg-es,  Low  -  er  boys  drink  it  blind.' 

We'll  rec  -  ol-lect       our  rac  -  es,  We'll  to         the  flag   be  true. 

We  may  be  slow  on  the  feath-er,  And  seem  to  the  boys  old  fools. 

We'll  rec  -  ol  -  lect      our  rac  -  es,  We'll  to         the  flag  be  true. 


Swing,       swing    to-geth  -  er 
So-ber  as      so    ma  -  ny  judg-  es, 
And  youth  will  still  be  in  our  f  ac  -  es 
But  we'll    still  swing  to  -  geth-er, 
And  youth  will  still  be  in  our  f  ac  -  es, 

H 


With  your  bod-y  be-tween  your  knees; 
We'll  give  you  a  bit    of  our  mind; 
When  we  cheer  for  an   E  -  ton  crew 
And   swear  by  the  best  of  schools; 
When  we  cheer  for  the  old  time  crew; 


Swing, 
So-ber  as  so 

And  youth  will  still  be  in  our  f  ac  -  es 
But   we'll    still  swing  to-geth -er, 


mm 


swing  to-geth-er, 
ma  -  ny  judg-es, 


With  your  bod-y  be-tween  your  knees. 
We'll  give  you  a  bit  of  our  mind. 
When  we  cheer  for  an  E  -  ton  orew. 
And  swear  by  the  best    of  schools. 


And  youth  will  still  be  in  our  fac-es,  When  we  cheer  for  the  old  time 


HI 


No.  20 


Home  of  the  Soul, 


Mrs.  Ellen  H.  Gates. 


Philip  Phillips,  by  per. 
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1.  I     will    sing     you   a  song 

2.  Oh,  that  home     of   the  soul 


of    that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land, 
in    my   vis  -  ions  and  dreams, 


is 


The  far  a  -  way  home  of  the  soul,  Where  no  storms  ev  -  er 
Its    bright,  jas  -  per  walls     I    can    see;    Till      I     fan  -  cy  but 
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beat  on  the  glit  -  ter-ing  strand,  While  the  years  of  e  -ter-ni-ty 
thin  -  ly   the  vail  in-ter-venes   Be  -   tween  the  fair  cit  -y  and 

LA 
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roll,  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  roll;  Where  no  storms  ev-er 
me,      Be    -    tween  the  fair   cit  -  y   and  me;  Till   I    fan  -  cybut 
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beat  on  the  glit  -  ter-ing  strand,  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni-ty  roll, 
thin  -  ly  the  vail   in  -  ter-venes   Be   -   tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me. 

ji^K_^2  


No.  21. 


Song  of  the  Brook. 

Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


i  r  r  i 

1.  I  chat-ter  o  -  ver  ston  -  y  ways  in    lit  -  tie  sharps  and  treb-les; 

2.  I  wind  a  -  bout,  and  in    and  out,  with  here    a  bios  -  som  sail  -  ing, 

3.  I  steal  by  lawns  and  gras  -  sy  plots,  I    slide   by  ha  -  zel  cov-ers; 


r 


p4 
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I  bub  -  ble  in  ed  -  dy  -  ing  bays,  I  bab  -  ble  on  the  peb  -  bles; 
And  here  and  there  a  lust  -  y  trout,  and  here  and  there  a  gray  -  ling; 
I   move  the  sweet  for  -  get  -  me  -  nots  that  grow  for  hap  -  py  lov  -  ers; 


jig 
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With  many  a  curve  my  banks  I  fret,  by  many  a  field  and  fal  -  low, 
And  here  and  there  a  foam  -  ing  flake  up  -  on  me  as  I  trav  -  el; 
I       slip,    I    slide,  I  gleam,   I  glance  a  -  mong  my  skim-ming  swal-lows; 


And  many  a   fair  -  y    fore  -  land  set  with  wil  -  low,  weed,  and  mal-low; 
With  many  a   sil  -  v'ry    wa  -  ter  break,  a  -  bove  the  gold  -  en   grav-  el, 
I    make  the  net  -  ted  sun-beams  dance  a  -  gainst  my  sand  -  y  shal-lows, 
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Song  of  the  Brook.  Concluded. 
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I  chat  -  ter,  chat  -  ter  as  I  flow 
I  draw  them  all  a  -  long  and  flow 
And  out    and    in    I   come  and  flow 
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to  join  the  brim-ming  riv  -  er, 

to  join  the  brim-ming  riv  -  er, 

to  join  the  brim-ming  riv  -  er, 
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For  men  may  come  and  men  may  go,  but      I    go  on 
AAA  Is 


for  -  ev  -  er. 


No.  22. 

Kelly. 


Zion. 


Thos.  Hastings. 


f  f 


1.  On    the  mountain's  top  ap-pear-ing,  Lo!  the  sa  -  credher-ald  stands,  Wel-eome 

2.  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful?Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved?Have  thy 

3.  God,  thy  God,  will  now  re-store  thee;  He  him  -  self  ap-pears  thy  Friend;  All  thy 
AAA     ......  -    J     _      _  A« 
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news  to  Zi  -  onbear-ing — Zi  -  on  long   in  hos  -  tile  lands:  Mourning  cap-tive! 
foes  been  proud  and  scornful?  By  thy  sighs  and  tears  un-moved?  Cease  thy  mourning; 
foes  shall  flee  be-fore  thee;  Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end:  Great  de-livY-ance 
A    .     ..AAA  -     I  Is 


God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands,Mourning  captive!  God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands. 
Zi  -  on  still  is  well  be-loved,  Cease  thy  mourning;  Zi- on  still  is  well  be-loved. 
Zi  -  on's  King  will  sure-ly  send,  Great  de  -  liv'r-ance  Zi-on's  King  will  sure-ly  send. 
I*     ft    M   I      I      i    A*  A  A  ^    ...    m  .   m  J 


„    r  _J5   p    R   I     I     >    A«  A  A  ^      .       m,  m 


No.  23. 

Edger  Allan  Poe. 
Allegro.  J=120. 


The  Bells, 


Leonard  B.  Marshall. 


Hear   the  sledg-es    of  the  bells,  (sil-ver  bells),  What  a  world  of 
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to 
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Leggiero 


mer 


ri  -  ment  their    mel  -  o    -   iy     fore  -  tells!     How  they 
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tink  -  le,    tink  -  le,    tink  -  le,      In    the      i  -  cy   air    of  night! 


While  the  stars  that  o  -  ver-sprink  -  le    In    the  heav  -  ens,  seem  to 
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ar 


twink  -  le  With 


a     crys  -  tal  -  line     de  -  light, 


With  a 


i 
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Si 


The  Bells.  Concluded. 

,   ,?v  Slow. 
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crys  -  tal  -  line      de  -  light;  Keep  -  ing    time,  time,  time,     In  a 


fee 
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a  tempo  e  leggiero. 
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sort    of     Ru  -  nic  rhyme,       To      the      tin  -  tin     a  -  bu- 
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la  -  tion  that    so     mu  -  sic  -  al  -  ly  swells  From  the  bells,  bells, 


J. 


bells,   bells,   bells,   bells,   bells,  From   the     jin  -  gling  and  the 


dim. 
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I 

tink  -  ling  of   the  bells, 

4. 


Sil    -    ver  bells!   Sil  -    ver  bells! 


No.  24. 

Lizzie  DeArmond. 

J=rll2. 


Hail  to  Our  Banner* 


— gt_#^#  j  j— » — #  g— h-g — g — i — g — 


Arr.  S.  B.  Stambaugh. 


1.  Hail  we 

2.  Fling 

3.  Hail  we 


our  ban-ner,  the  pride  of  the  na  -  tion, 
to  the  breez  -  es  the  em-blem  of  pow'r, 
our     ban-ner!     from     o    -    cean  to        o    -  cean 


m 


Mill -ions  will  ral  -  ly 
Fill-  ing  with  beau-  ty 
Eeaching       to       oth  -  ers 


go,- 


wher  -  ev  -  er      it  shall 

the    glow  -  ing  morn-ing  sky,  

a       lov  -  ing,friend-ly  hand;... 


Bind-ing  to-geth  -  er 


M=3 


our       hearts  in  love's  bright  chain, 
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Loy  -  al  the  he  -  roes  who  per-ished  to  de  -  fend  it, 
Warm  hearts  shall  wel-come,  and  dy  -  ing  lips  shall  bless  it, 
Flag  of       our      un  -  ion      ma  -  jes  -  tic    in    its     splen  -  dor 


Long  may  we         keep  it  free  from  blot 


stain. 


Hail  to  Our  Banner. — Concluded. 
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Hail 


ban 


ner    wav  -   ing    proud    and  free, 
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Glo  -  nous 
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ban    -  ner 

of       our      lib  -   er  • 
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D.  C.  Refrain. 
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Hail      it  ev 


fail      it      nev  -  er,    proud    and  free. 


No.  25. 


Mill  May. 


# 


Rapidly. 
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1.  The    straw  -  ber  -  ries  grow 

2.  Come,  come,  ere    the    sea  - 

3.  The      sun  slant  -  ing   un  - 


EE 


in  the  mow  -  ing,  Mill  May,  And  the 
son  is  o  -  ver,  Mill  May,  To  the 
der    your  bon  -  net,  Mill    May,  Will  soon 


bob  -  o  -  link  sings  on  the  tree;  On  the  knolls  the  red  clov  -  er  is 
fields  where  the  straw-ber-ries  grow;  While  the  thick  grow-ing  stems  and  the 
bring   a  soft  glow  to  your  face;    And  your  lip—  the  straw-ber  -  ries  leave 


grow  -  ing,  Mill  May;  Then  come  to  the  mead  -  ow  with  me. 
clo  -  ver,  Mill  May,  Shall  meet  us  wher  -  ev  -  er  we  go. 
on       it,   Mill  May;     A     tint    that   the    sea  -  shell  would  grace. 
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Chorus.  Joyfully. 

Yes,  come,  the  ripe  clus-ters    a  -  mong  the  thick  grass,  We'll  pick   in  the 


Mill  May.  Concluded. 
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mow  -  ing,  Mill     May,  Mill  May;  And  the  long   at  -   tor  -  noon  to- 
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geth  -  er    we'll   pass,    Where  the     clo  -  ver 


is    grow  -  ing,  Mill 


May;  Mill  May;  Where  the   clo  -  ver     is     grow  -  ing,  Mill  May. 
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No.  26. 

I.  Watts. 


Azmon 


LowELii  Mason,  arr. 
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iji  : 

2.  "Wor-thy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry,  "To     be    ex  -  alt  -  sd  thus!" 

3.  Je  -  sus  is   wor  -  thy     to   re  -  ceive  Hon  -  or  and  pow'r  di  -  vine; 
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Ten  thous-and  thous-and  are  their  tongues,  But    all  their  joys  are  one. 

Wor-  thy  the  Lamb!"  our  lips    re  -  ply,   "For   he  was^  slain  for  us." 

And  bless-ings,  more  than  we   can  give,    Be,  Lord,  for    ev  -  er  thine! 
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No.  27. 


The  Shepherd's  Home. 


All.  Vivo 


Arr.  from  Abt. 


1.  On     the  mount-ain,  steep  and  hoar  -  y,  Sounds  the  herds-man's  eve-ning  song; 

2.  Where  the  Al  -  pine  rose  is  blow  -  ing,  There  the  herds-man  builds  his  home; 

y,  Frowns  up  -  on   the  world  be  -  low; 


3.  Where  the  mount-ain  dark  and  drear  • 


Where  the  clouds  in  gold  -  en  glo  -  ry,  Float  the  am-bient  tide  a  -  long; 
From  his  couch  at  morn  -  ing  go  -  ing,  With  the  lark  he  loves  to  roam; 
Rest  -  ing  there,  the  herds  -  man  wea-  ry,  None  such  sweet  re-pose  can  know; 
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Where  the  clouds  in  gold  -  en  glo  -  ry,  Float  the  am-bient  tide  a  -  long. 
From  his  couch  at  morn  -  ing  go  -  ing,  With  the  lark  he  loves  to  roam. 
Rest  -  ing  there,  the   herds  -  man  wea  -  ry,  None  such  sweet  re-pose  can  know. 


Solos. 


La  la  la 
Chorus. 


la  

La  la  la 
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la 


la  la  la   la  la    la  la    la  la, 


La     la  la 


la    la  la 
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la  la  la  la, 


The  Shepherd  Home.  Concluded. 
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La  la  la  la, 


La  la  la 


la, 


la    la  la    la  la     la   la      la  la. 
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No.  28. 

S.  Stennett 


— p— tr 

Ortonville. 


Thos.  Hastings. 


S 


S: 


1.  Ma  -  jes  -  tic  sweet-ness  sits     en-throned   Up  -  on    the  Sav  -  ior's 

2.  No    mor  -  tal  can  with  him    com  -  pare,    A  -  mong  the  sons  of 

3.  To  heav'n,  the  place   of    his      a  -  bode,    He  brings  my  wea  -  ry 
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brow;        His   head    with     ra  -  diant    glo  -   ries  crowned,  His 

men;         Fair  -  er       is      he     than     all       the    fair  That 

feet;         Shows  me     the    glo  -  ries     of       my    God,  And 
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lips  with  grace  o'er  -  flow, 
fill  the  heav'n -ly  train, 
makes  my  joy   com  -  plete, 

-J  & 


His  lips  with  grace  o'er  -  flow. 
That  fill  the  heav'n -ly  train. 
And   makes  my    joy   com  -  plete. 
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No.  29. 
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Crossing  the  Bar. 

«=    I  PP      A  , 


K.  G.  Stokes. 

A 


7 


And 


1.  Sun  -  set  and  eve  -  ning  star,         And    one  clear  call  for  me, 
Sun     -          set      and  eve-ning  star, 

2.  Twi  -  light  and  eve  -  ning  bell,         And     af  -  ter  that  the  dark,  And 
Twi      -       light     and  eve-ning  bell, 


KN 
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may  there  be  no  moan-ing,  no  moaning  of  the  bar,  When  I  put  out  to  sea, 
may  there  be  no  sad  -  ness,  no  sad-ness  of  far-well, When  I  em  -  bark 
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But  such  a  tide  as  mov  -  ing  seems  a  -  sleep,  Too  full      for  sound  or 

For  tho'  from  out  our  bourne  of  time  and  place,  The  flood    may  bear  me 
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foam  ....  As  that  which  drew  from  out  the  bound  -  less  deep, 
far,   ....    I     hope  to  see  my  Pi  -  lot     face     to  face, 
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Turns 
When 


a  -  gain  home, 
I  have  crossed  the  bar, .. 


turns  a  -  gain  home 
when  I  have  crossed  the  bar 
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By  permission. 


No.  30. 


My  Life  Flows  On. 


Anon. 


R.  LOWRY. 


1.  My     life  flows  on     in    end-less  song;  A  -  bove  earth's  lam  -  en  -  ta  -  tion, 

2.  What  tho'  my  joys   and  com-forts  die?  The  Lord,  my  Sav  -  ior   liv  -  eth; 


t=t=t 


m 


S*3 


t==t 


m 


ft 


J  V 


r 


I  catch  the  sweet,  tho'  far  -  off  hymn  That  hails  a  new  ere  -  a  -  tion; 
What  tho*  the  dark  -  ness  gath-er  round?  Songs  in  the  night   he    giv  -  eth; 


m 


1—| — r 


m 


Thro*  all  the  tu  -  mult  and  the  strife,  I  hear  the  mu  -  sic  ring  -  ing; 
No  storm  can  shake  my    in  -  most  calm,  While  to  that  ref  -  uge  cling  -  ing; 


:}La_Jl_^: 
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It  finds  an  ech  -  o  in  my  soul — How  can  I  keep  from  sing-ing? 
Since  Christ  is  Lord   of  heav'n  and  earth,  How  can    I  keep  from  sing-ing? 
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Old  Folks  at  Home, 
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Stephen  C.  Foster. 
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down  up  -  on 

up  and  down 
'round  de    lit  - 
I    was  play  - 
lit  -  tie  hut 

will    I  see 


3 


de  Swa-nee  rib-ber, 
de  whole  ere  -  a  -  tion, 
tie  farm  I  wan-der'd 
ing  wid  my  brud-der, 
a  -  mong  de  bush-es, 
de  bees    a  humming, 


Far,    far  a 
Sad  -  ly  I 
When   I  was 
Hap  -  py  was 
One    dat  I 
All  'round  de 


way, 

roam, 

young, 

I; 

love, 
comb? 
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Dere's  wha  my  heart  is  turn -ing  eb-er,  Dere's  wha  de  old  folks  stay.  \ 
Still  long-ing  for  de  old  plan  -  ta-tion,  And  for  de  old  folks  at  home.  >■ 
Den  ma  -  ny  hap  -  py  days  I  squander'd,  Ma  -  ny  de  songs  I  sung.  1 
Oh!  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mud-der,  Dere  let  me  live  and  die.  i 
Still  sad  -  ly  to  mymem-'ry  rush-es,  No  mat-ter  where  I  rove.  \ 
When  will   I   hear  the  ban  -  jo  tumming,  Down  in  my  good  old  home.  > 


Chorus. 


All    de  world  am 


and  drear  -y, 


Eb  -  ry  -  where  I 


roam, 


FT 


Oh!  'lark-ies,  how  my  heart  grows  weary,  Far  from  the  old  folks  at  home. 


No,  32. 


Juanita. 


Spanish  Melody. 
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1.  Soft     o'er  the  fount  -  ain,     Lin  -  g'ring  falls    the  south-era  moon; 

2.  When     in   thy  dream  -  ing,    Moons  like  these   shall  shine  a  -  gain, 
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Par  o'er  the  mount  -  ain  Breaks  the  day  too  soon!  In  thy  dark  eye's 
And   day  -  light  beam  -  ing,  Prove  thy  dreams  are  vain,     Wilt  thou  not,  re- 
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splen-dor,  Where  the  warm  light  loves  to  dwell,  Wea-ry  looks,  yet  ten  -  der, 
lent  -  ing,    For  thine  ab  -  sent  lov  -  er  sigh,     In  thy  heart  con-sent  -  ing 


Chorus. 


Speak  their  fond  fare- well! 
a  pray'r  gone  by? 


To 


Ni  -  ta!  Jua  -  ni  -  ta!*  Ask  thy  soul  if 
Ni  -  ta!   Jua   -   ni  -  ta!     Let  me  lin  -  ger 


m— t 
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we  should  part!  Ni  -  ta!  Jua 
by     thy  side!     Ni  -  ta!  Jua 


ni  -  ta!  Lean  thou  on  my  heart! 
ni  -  ta!     Be    my    own  fair  bride! 


.  ,1  I 


*Wah-ne-ta. 


No.  33.   My  Old  Kentucky  Home,  Good-Night. 


Stephen  C.  Foster. 


1.  The  sun  shines  bright  in     the    old     Ken  -  tuck  -  y    home,  'Tis 

2.  They  hunt  no   more    for    the   'pos  -  sum  and   the  coon,        On  the 

3.  The  head  must  bow,    and   the  back    will  have   to    bend,  Wher- 


3 


sum-mer,  the  dark-ies  are  gay;  The  corn  -  top's  ripe,  and  the 
mead-ow,  the  hill,  and  the  shore,  They  sing  no  more  by  the 
ev  -  er     the  dar  -  key       may  go;       A     few   more  days    and  the 
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See 
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mead-ow's  in  the  bloom,  While  the  birds  make  *  mu  -  sic  all  the  day;  The 
glim  -  mer  of  the  moon,  On  the  bench  by  the  old  cab  -  in  door;  The 
troub  -  le  all  will  end     In    the  field  where  the  su  -  gar  -  cane   grew;  A 


p  p  u 


My  Old  Kentucky  Home,  Good-Night.  Concluded. 
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as 


young  folks  roll 
day  goes  by 
few      more  days 


on     the  lit 
like      a  shad 
for     to  tote 


tie  cab  -  in  floor; 
ow  o'er  the  heart, 
the  we  a  -  ry  load, 


All 
With 
No 


mer  -  ry,  all  hap  -  py  and  bright,  By'n  -  by  hard  times  comes  a- 
sor  -  row  where  all  was  de  -  light;  The  time  has  come  when  the 
mat-ter,    'twill  nev-  er      be     light;      A      few  more  days  till  we 
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knock- ing  at  the  door,  Then  my  old  Ken- tuck -y  Home,  good  -  night! 
dark  -  ies  have  to  part,  Then  my  old  Ken- tuck -y  Home,  good -night! 
tot  -  ter  on  the  road,  Then    my  old  Ken- tuck -y  Home,  good -night! 
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Chorus. 


Weep  no  more,  my  la  -  dy,       Oh,  weep  no  more  to  -  day!     We  will  sing  one 
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song  for  the 

old  Ken-1 

1 

,uck- 

y  Home,For  the 

old  Ken-tuck-y  Home  far  a  -  -v 
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No.  34. 

Eugene  Field. 
Dolce. 


Little  Boy  Blue. 


J.  E.  Smith, 


I 


■tut 


1.  The   lit  -  tie  toy   dog        is     covered  with  dust,  But     stur  -  dy  and 

2.  "Now,  don't  you  go    till         I      come,"    he   said;  "And   don't  you  make 

3.  Ah,  faith  -  ful  to    Lit  -  tie  Boy    Blue      they  stand,         Each  in  the 


staunch  he  stands;  And  the  lit  -  tie  toy  sol  -  dier  is  red  with  rust, 
a  -  ny  noise!"  So,  tod  -  dling  off  to  his  trun  -  die  bed, 
same      old   place,  A  -  wait  -  ing  the  touch  of    a    lit  -   tie  hand, 
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And  his  mus  -  ket,  it  moulds  in  his  hands;  Time  was  when  the  lit  -  tie  toy 
He  dreamed  of  the  pret  -  ty  toys;  And  as  he  was  dream-ing,an 
The     smile    of  a    lit    -    tie  face;  And  they  won-der,  as  wait  -  ing  these 


dog  was  new,  And  the  sol  -  dier  was  pass  -  ing  fair,  And  there  was  the 
an  -  gel  song  A  -  wak-ened  our  Lit-tle  Boy  Blue — Oh,  the  years  are 
long   years  thro',  In  the  dust  of    that  lit  -  tie    chair,  What    has  be- 
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Little  Boy  Blue.  Concluded. 


I  I 

time  when  our  Lit  -  tie   Boy  Blue  Kissed  them  and  put    them  there, 

ma  -  ny,  the   years      are  long,  But  the  lit  -  tie  toy  friends  are  true, 
come  of   our  Lit  -  tie  Boy  Blue,  Since  he  kissed  them  and  put    them  there. 
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No.  35. 


Dalston. 


I.  Watts. 


A.  Williams. 


i 
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1.  How  pleased  and  blest   was     I,        To    hear  the    peo  -  pie  cry, 

2.  Zi  -  on — thrice  hap  -  py   place —  A  -  domed  with   won  -  drous  grace, 

3.  May  peace  at  -  tend    thy    gate,    And    joy  with  -  in     thee  wait, 

I 
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"Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to  -  day!"  Yes,  with  a  cheer -ful  zeal, 
While  walls  of  strength  em  -  brace  thee  round;  In  thee  our  tribes  ap  -  pear, 
To     bless  the  soul  of     ev  -  'ry    guest;  The  man  who  seeks  thy  peace, 


Mi 
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We  haste  to    Zi  -  on's  hill,    And  there  our  vows  and   hon  -  ors  pay. 
To  pray,  and  praise  and  hear    The  sa  -  cred  gos  -  pel's  joy  -  ful  sound. 
And  wish  -  es  thine  in  -  crease,  A    thou-sand bless-ings  on     him  rest! 
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No.  36.  God  Be  With  You. 

Rev.  J.  E.  Rankin,  D.  D. 


W.  G.  Tomer. 


1.  God   be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain;    By  His  counsels  guide,  up-hold  you, 

2.  God   be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain;  'Neath  His  wings  se-cure-ly  hide  you; 

3.  God   be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  When  life's  perils  thick  confound  you, 
be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain,  Keep  love's  banner  floating  o'er  you; 

J  . 


4.  God 
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With      His  sheep  se  -  cure-ly  fold  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we"  meet  a  -  gain. 

Dai     -   ly  man  -  na  still  di  -  vide  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 

Put        His  arms  un  -  fail-img 'round  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain. 

Smite  death's  threat'ning  wave  be-fore  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain. 
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Till 


we    meet,   till     we      meet,  Till 

Till  we  meet,  till     we  meet    a  -  gain, 


meet 


at  Je  -  sus'  feet;  Till   we  meet,  till  we 

^         till  we  meet;  Till  we  meet,  till  we 
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meet, 
meet  a 


God    be  with   you    till      we  meet     a  -  gain. 


gam, 


No.  37. 

C.  Wesley. 


Easter  HymiL 


J.  WOKGAN. 


1.  Christ,  the  Lord,  is    ris'n   to  -  day, 

2.  Vain    the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal; 

3.  Lives    a  -  gain  our  glo  -  rious  King; 
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Sons  of  men,  and  an  -  gels,  say; 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell; 
Where,  0  Death,  is  now  thy  sting?" 
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Al 
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Al 
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lu  -  ia, 
lu  -  ia, 
lu    -  ia, 
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Raise 
Death 
Once 


your  joys  and 
in  vain  for  - 
he  died  our 


mi 


tri-umphs  high ! 
bids  his  rise; 
souls  to  save; 

I.  ^  ^ 


Sing,  ye  heav'ns  land  earth,  re  -  ply!  Al  -  - 
Christ  hath  o  -  pened  Par  -  a  -  dise,  Al  -  - 
Where's  thy  vie  -  fry,  boast-ing  Grave?"  Al  -  le   -  - 


le  -  lu 
le  -  lu 
lu  -  ■ 
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No.  38. 

German. 


Immanuel's  Birth. 


Thomas  L.  Gibson 
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1.  Hail     the  night,    all     hail     the    morn,       When   the  Prince  of 

2.  While    re  -  sounds  the    joy  -  ful     cry,        "Glo  -  ry    be  to 
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Peace  was  born!  When,  a  -  mid  the  wake  -  ful  fold, 
God       on      high,     Peace      on  earth,  good  -  will      to  men!" 
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Glad 


dings  good  the  an  -  gels  told;  Now  our  sol  -  emn 
-  ly    we      re  -  spond   "A  -  men!"      Thus       we  greet  this 
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  a  tempo.        ^  |  | 


chant 
ho  - 


raise, 
day, 


Du  -  ly  to  the  Sav  -  io^s  praise; 
Pour  -  ing  fourth    our     fes  -  tal  lay; 


i 


T  r  '  :r  1 

nrfTn 

Now 
Thus 


with  car  -  ol  hymns  we  bless,  Christ  the  Lord,  our  right-eous-ness. 
we  tell  with  saint  -  ly  mirth,       Of     Im-man  -  uel's  won-drous  birth 


Copyright,  1903,  by  T.  L.  Gibson. 


No.  39.  Morning  Praise. 

Thomas  L.  Gibson. 


Wm.  F.  Sherwin. 


1.  Light  hath  ris  -  en  from  the  East,Heav'n  hath  touched  the  earth  with  Peace; 

2.  Shep-herds,watch-ing  in    the  field,    Saw    the  star  to  them  re  -  vealed; 
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and  sing    the  an 


gels'  theme,  "Peace     on  earth,  good- 
Star      of  peace,  and     light       and   love,     Shin  -  ing  from  the 
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will  to  men,"  O'er  all  the  world, 
heav'ns  a  -  bove,  O'er  all    the  world. 


Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly, 
Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly, 
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Thou  most  High, 


We  would  chant  the    an  -  gels'  hymn, 
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We  would  chant  the   an  -  gels'  hymn,  "Good-will  to 
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No.  40.       My  Grandfather's  Garret 

May  be  used  as  a  Solo. 


Fred  a.  Fillmore. 


5 


1.  The    kitch-en   I    love  with  de  -  vo  -  tion, 

2.  A       spin-ning  wheel  stands  in  the     cor  -  ner, 

3.  Deep  un  -  der  the  eaves  have  the   swal  -  lows 

4.  From  frames  old  and  crumb-ling  strange  por  -  traits 


'Tia  there  cakes  and 
An     old  fash -ion 
Their  nests  built  for 
Ar  -  rest  us  as 
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pud  -  dings  are    made;      I  love  the  old   or-chard  and  store  -  houses- 
churn  and  a     reel,  Two  mus  -  kets  that  pa  -  tri  -  ots  car  -  ried, 
ma  -  ny  a     year;  'Tis  here  they  can  rest  un  -  mo  -  lest  -  ed, 
if    they  would  tell  A  sto  -  ry   of  grand-f  a-ther's  gar  -  ret, 
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Chorus. 
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fa  -  ther's 


But  the  gar  -  ret  throws  all  in     the  shade.  My  grand 

And  a  sword  with  a   rust  -  y  brown  steel. 

And     know  not    a  care  nor     a  fear. 

The     gar  -  ret  we  all  love    so  well.  My  grand-f  a-ther's  gar-ret,  we 


g£z±r  i.ft,  r  &-ig 
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gar  •  ret,  ....  My  grand  -  fa  -  ther's  gar  -  ret,  ...  My 
all  wi'l  de  -  clare  it,  My  grand-fa-ther's  gar-ret,  we    all  will  de-clare  it,  My 
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My  Grandfather's  Garret.  Concluded. 
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grand  -  -  -  fa  -  tiler's 
grand  fa  -  ther's  gar  -  ret,  we 

J-   -4-  ■* 


gar  -  ret,  ....  Throws 
all     will    de  -  clare    it,  Throws 


ev  -  'sty  thing 


in     the     shade  (in    the  shade.)* 

in    the  shade. 

♦  J-      J  .J 


*For  last  stanza. 

No.  41.  Crossing  the  Bar. 

p  Soprano. 


1.  Sun  -  set  and    eve  -  ning  star, 

2.  But  mov-ing  tide 
Alto. 


And  one  clear  call  for  me! 
Too  full  for   sound     and  foam, 


3.  Twi-light  and    eve  -  ning     bell,      And  af  -  ter    that,     the  dark, 

4.  For  tho'  from  time     and     place,     The  tide  may  bear     me  far, 
Bass.  *     '^h  -^_r 


And  may  there  be      no  moan  -  ing  bar,    When  I    put    out  to 
When  that  which  drew  from  out  the  deep,  Turns  to   its     ear  -  liest  home. 


I 


And  may  there  be  no  sad  fare-well,  When  I  at  last  em  -  bark. 
1      hop©  to    see     rr     I      lot's  face,  When  I   ha*     "        1  I  i 


Adapted  from  Tennyson,  by  Mrs.  J.  Cook. 


No.  42.  Morning  Praise, 


Wm.  mason.  e.  j.  Hopkins. 


1.  A  -  gain  the  day      re  -  turns  of    ho  -  ly   rest    Which,  when  he 

2.  Let     us    de  -  vote     this   con  -  se-crat  -  ed    day       To    learn  his 

3.  Pa  -  ther  in  heav'n!   in   whom  our  hopes  con  -  fide,    Whose  powY  de- 


made  the    world,  Je  -  ho  -  vah  blessed;   When,  like  his  own,  he 
will,    and       all   we  learn  o  -  bey;       So     shall   he  hear  when 
fends    us,      and  whose  pre-cepts  guide,      In      life  our  Guar  -  dian 


3£ 


<3  
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bade  our  la-bors  cease,  And  all  be  pi  -  e  -  ty  and  all  be  peace, 
fer- vent-ly  we  raise  Our  sup-pli  -  ca  -  tions  and  our  songs  of  praise, 
and  in  death  our  Friend,  Glo  -  ry  su-preme  be    thine  till  time  shall  end. 


No.  43. 


A  Summer  School. 


Rebecca  B.  Foresman. 
Allegretto. 


LUDWIG  LlEBE. 


1.  'Tis  sum-mer,  glad  sum-mer,  Come,  lay  your  books  a-  side,  And  haste  to  nature's 

2.  'Tis  sum-mer,  glad  sum-mer,    In  yon  -  der  clov  -  er  field    A  buzz-ing  un  -  i- 

3.  'Tis  sum-mer,  glad  sum-mer,  And  na  -  ture  o  -  pens  wide  Her  books,  and  if  you 

Jt_!  _  „   rl—f  K 
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sum 
ver 
wish 


si  -  ty  Whose  teach-er  is  a  big  brown  bee,  Is  dai  -  ly  giv  -  ing 
to  know  How  flow-ers  bloom  and  wil-lows  grow, While  hap-py  birds  are 

-N- 


sing 
les  • 
sing 


•J* 

ing;  In-deed  none  can  sur-pass  This  glo  -  rious  sing  - '  ing  class, 
sons  To  those  who  wish  to  know  How  clov  -  er  bios  -  soms  grow 
ing,Then  come  to  na-ture's  school  In   shad-owy  for      -     ests  cool. 

_^  Vt-t  -v-^  i— t-i  1    ,    0^    1  fV 
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f  Ti-ro  -  li,  ti  -  ro  -  la,  ti  -  ro  -  li,  ti  -  ro  -  la, 
Ti  -  ro  -  li,  ti  -  ro  -  la,  ti  -  ro  -  li,   ti  -  ro-  la, 


n 


air 


pp         Ti-ro-li,  ti-ro-la,  ti-ro- li,   ti-ro-li,  ti-ro-la. 

Ti-ro-li   ti-ro-la,....     ti-ro-li,   ti-ro-li,  ti-ro-la. 


No.  44. 


HULLEY. 

Andante  con  expressione. 


The  Sea  of  Sleep. 


Arranged  by  Gibson. 


m 


1.  0  -  ver  the  si  -  lent  sea  of  sleep,  Low  and  slowthe  sun  goes  down: 
1.  0  -  ver  the  si  -  lent  sea  of  sleep,  Sail  those  boats  when  the  day  is  done- 
6.  0  -  ver  the  si  -  lent   sea     of  sleep,    Soft    and  slow  the  sea  winds  blowTh* 


Full  on  the  face  of  the  wa  -  ters  creep  The  shadows  of  sleep-y  town 
0   -  ver  the  face  of  that  o  -  cean  deep,They  speed  a-way  one  by  one.' 
boats  spread  sail  and  the  boat  -  man  keep  Their  eyes  on  the  rocks  be  -  low 


Then  oh,  for  the  boats  that  are  fast  slip  -  ping  out,  And  oh,   for  the 

Then  oh,  for  the  won-der-ful  sights  to   be  seen  In  that  beau-ti- 

To  the  beau-ti  -  ful  is  -  lands  be  -  yond       the  sea  Now  sail  -  eth  that 

£ 


fish  with  the    gold  in   their  mouth, 
ful    land  of    the  mist  and  sheen, 
beau-  ti  -  ful    ar     -     go  -  sy, 


v  3  MY 

And  its  oh,  for  the  lit  -  tie  folk 
And  its  oh,  for  the  jour  -  ney  that 
How     good  is    the  ship,  and  how 


Copyright,  1903,  by  T.  L.  Gibson* 


The  Sea  of  Sleep.  Concluded. 


sail  -  ing  a  -  bout  On  that  beau  -  ti  -  f  ul  s 
lies  be  -  tween,  On  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  s 
to     be        On  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  s 


lent  sea! 
lent  sea! 
lent  sea! 


0  -  ver  the  si  -  lent  sea  of  sleep,  Low  and  slow  the  sun  goes  down; 
0  -  ver  the  si  -  lent   sea     of  sleep,    Sail  those  boats  when  the  day  is  done; 
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0  -  ver  the  face  of  that  o  -  cean  deep,They  speed  a~way  one  by 
boats  spread  sail  and  the  boat  -  men  keep  Their  eyes  on  the  rocks  be 


town, 
one. 
low. 
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No.  45. 

^  Httlley. 


*    Ped.  #  Ped. 

Round  Buzzing  Bees. 


Ped.  * 
Gibson. 
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Oh,  isn't 


it     fun  -  ny,    To     gath  -  er   sweet   hon  -  ey 


i 


In 


clov  -  er 


fields 


sun   -  ny 


buzz,  buzz! 


buzz, 


3. 


They  look     a  -  round    sly  -  ly,    They  seem    a      bit     wil  -  y, 


And     an    -  swer 


up 


dry 


Copyright,  1903,  by  I,  L.  Gibson. 


buzz,  buzz, 


buzz! 


No.  46. 

James  Hogg, 


Billy  and  Me. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel 


1.  Where  the  pools  are  bright  and   deep,  Where  the  gray  trout  lies   a  - 

2.  Where  the  black-bird  sings  the  latest,  Where  the  haw-thorn  blooms  the  sweetest, 

3.  Where  the  mow  -  er  mows  the  cleanest,Where  the  hay  lies  thick  and  greenest, 

#  ^  *  ^— ^ 
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Up  the  riv  -  er,  o'er  the  lea,  That's  the  way  for  Bil  -  ly  and  me. 
Where  the  nest-lings  chirp  and  flee,  That's  the  way  for  Bil  -  ly  and  me. 
There   to  trace  the  home-ward  bee,  That's  the  way  for    Bil  -  ly   and  me. 


That's  the    way  for   Bil  -  ly  and 

That's  the  way,   that's  the 


me,  

way  for  Bil  -  ly  and  me, 


That's  the    way,   for  Bil- ly  and  me,  

That's  the  way,  0   that's    the    way  for  Bil  -  ly  and  me, 


Efc 
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Where  the  black-bird  sings  the  latest,  Where  the  haw-thorn  blooms  the  sweetest, 
Where  the  mow  -  er  mows  the  cleanest,Where  the  hay  lies  thick  and  greenest, 


I 
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Concluded. 


Billy  and  Me. 

Up      the     riv  -  er,  o'er  the    lea,  That's  the  way  for  Bil  -  ly  and  me. 

Where  the   nest-lings  chirp  and  flee,  That's  the  way  for  Bii  -  ly  and  me. 

There   to   trace  the  home-ward  bee,  That's  the  way  for  Bil  -  ly  and  me. 


No.  47. 


Blumenthal. 


J.  Blumenthal. 


r- 1 


1.  Ho  -  ly    Fa-ther,  hear  my  cry;    Ho  -  ly    Sav  -  ior,  bend  thine  ear; 

2.  Fa  -  ther,  let  me  taste  thy  love;  Sav  -  ior,   fill  my    soul  with  peace; 

— P  1  iaJ  
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Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  come  thou  nigh:  Fa  -  ther,  Sav  -  ior,  Spir  -  it,  hear! 
Spir-it,  come  my  heart  to  move:    Fa  -  ther,  Son,  and^  Spir  -  it, 


Nil! 
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Fa-ther,  save  me  from  my  sin;  Sav  -  ior,  I  thy  mer  -  cy  crave; 
Fa  -  ther,  Son,  and  Spir  -  it— thou     One  Je  -  ho  -  vah,  shed    a  -  broad 


I   I  i 


i 


Gra-cious  Spir  -  it,  make  me  clean:  Fa  -  ther,  Son,  and  Spir  -  it,  save! 
All   thy  grace  with -in  me    now;     Be    my  Fa  -  ther    and    my  God! 


fit 
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No-  48. 


Snow  Song. 


Lucy  Larcom. 


4 — -J- 
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1.  I    hear .  a  bird  chirp  in  the 

2.  I     see  a  child  out  there  at 

3.  The  lit-tle  bird's  home  is  the 

0 — 9 — 0  0  


S.  B.  Stambaugh. 
4  K 


I 

sun,    He    flutters  and  hops  to  and  fro, 
play,  His     foot-fall  is  light  on  the  snow; 
sky,  Or  the  ground,  or  a  nest  in  the  tree; 


J2 
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His  ti-ny  light  tracks,  one  by  one,   He   prints  on  the  new-fal-len  snow. 
His  curls  catch  a  swift  golden  ray    Of  the  sun,  while  the  merry  winds  blow. 
The  little  child  some  day  will  fly  From  His  doorstep,new  regions  to  see. 


Lit-tle  bird,  sing!     Lit-tle  bird,  sing!       Sun       give  his     wing  A 
Lit-tle  child,  run!      Lit-tle  child,  run!     Shine       on  him,  sun!  Blow 
Bird-like  and  free!    Bird-like  and  free!     May       his  flight   be!  Wher- 


i 
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flick-er   of  gold   as  you  go!   Make  a  path  that  is  smooth  for  him,  Snow! 
weather,  more  fair  for  him,  blow!  Make  a  path  that  is  white  for  him,  Snow! 
ev-  er  on  earth  he  may  go,   May  his  footsteps  be  whit-er  than  Snow! 


No*  49. 


Dixie* 


Emmett. 


fl  wish  I  were  in  the  laud  of  cotton,  Old  times  there  are  not  for-got-ten, 
t  Dix  -  ie  land  where  I  was  born,  Ear-  ly  on  a  frost  -  y  morn, 
j  There's  buckwheat  cake  and  Indian  hatter,  Makes  yon  fat  or  a  lit  -  tie  fat-ter; 
\        hoe    it  downand  scratch  your  gravel,  To  Dixie's  land  I'm  bound  to  travel, 


Look    a -way!  look  a -way!  look  a- way!  Dix-ie 

Look  a  -  way !  look  a  -  way !  look  a  -  way ! 

--g-  ^  r- 


t  *  .t 

land.     In       land.      Then  I  wish  I  was   in  Dix-ie,  Hoo-ray!  Hoo 
Then  Hoo-ray ! 

#l    ^p.        .0..  .0.    .0.  -0-  r^z"*^ 


ray!  In  Dix  -  ie  land  I'll  take  my  stand  To    live  and  die  in 

Hoo  -  ray ! 


Dix  -  ie,     A  -  way,  a  -  way,  A- way  down  south  in  Dix  -  ie. 

A- way,  a -way, 
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No.  50. 


Angels'  Song. 


John  Bacchus  Dykes. 

I 


1.  Hark,  hark,  my  soul!   an  -  gel  -  ic  songs  are  swell  -  ing      O'erearth's  green 

2.  On  -  ward  we    go,    for    still  we  hear  them  sing  -  ing,    "Come,  wea  -  ry 

3.  Far,   far     a  -  way,  like  bells  at  eve  -  ning  peal  -  ing,     The   voice  of 


4 — I- 
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fields  and  o-cean's  wave-beat  shore;  How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are 
souls,  for   Je- sus  bids  you  come;"  And  thro' the  dark,  its    ech-oes  sweet-ly 
Je   -  sus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea,   And   la  -  den  souls  by  thousands,meek-ly 

hi 
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Chorus. 


TrZH 


tell  -  ing    Of    that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be"     no  more! 
ring -ing,  The    mu  -  sic    of  the  gos-pel  leads    us     home.  An  -  gels  of 
steal -ing,  Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  wea-ry  steps    to  Thee 


w      i         -ir----7  — *■*      ^  j  oko^d     bu  xnee. 
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Je  -  sus,   an  -  gels  of 

ight, 

^  

Sing  -  ing  to  wel-come  tl 

— t1^*  in 

ie  pil-grims  of  the 

night! 

Sing -ing  to 

wel  -  come    the  pil-grims,  the  pil  -  grims  of  the  u 

ight! 

t4^J 

No.  51. 


Lilly  Dale. 


H.  S.  Thompson.  Arr. 


1.  'Twas   a     calm     still     night,  and  the  moon's  pale      light  Shone 

2.  Her  cheeks  that  once  glowed,with  the  rose  -  tint  of  health,  By  the 
3>  «i              go,"     she      said,  "to   the  land     of        rest,  And 

4.  "'Neath  the  chest  -  nut       tree,  where  the  wild      flowers  grow,  And  the 
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soft     o'er       hill       and        vale,      When    friends,  mute  with  grief, 
hand    of  dis-ease   hath  turned  pale,      And  the  death  damp  was  on 
ere     my     strength    shall       fail,       I   must    tell    you  where, 

stream  ric-ples  forth    thro' the    vale,  Where  the   birds  shan  war- 
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stood  a  -  rounTthe  death  bed    Of   my  poor  lost   Lil  -  ly  Dale, 

the  pure     white  brow    Of  my  poor  lost   Lil  -  ly  Dale, 

near  my      own      loved  home,  You  must  lay  poor  Lil  -  ly  Dale, 

ble    their    songs      in   spring,  Their       lay  poor  Lil  -  ly  Dale." 
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Chorus. 
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0      Lil-ly,  s 

— 

wee 

t    Lil  -  ly,  d 

ear  Lil-ly 

Dale,  Now  the 
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wild  rose 
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blossoms  o'er  her  lit-tle  green  grave/Neath  the  trees  in  the  flow  -  'ry  vale. 
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No.  52.       Though  Ties  Be  Broken. 


Words  and  Music  by  B.  M.  McWilliams. 


m 


1.  Some  sweet  day,  when  life    is  o  -  ver,  And  the  flood  -  tide  has  been  crossed, 

2.  Day    by    day    the  ties  are  bro-ken — Seems  that  nothing  here  can  last; 
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We  shall  catch  a  glimpse  of  fa  -  ces — Fa  -  ces  that  we  mourn'd  as  lost; 
Day  by   day     we  miss  the  voic  -  es  That  have  cheered  us  in   the  past; 


r- 
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Oh,  these  sad  and  bit  -  ter  part-ings— Seems  the  sky  will  nev  -  er  clear; 
But  a  -  mid    the  thronging  yon  -  der,  We  shall  meet  to  part   no  more; 
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Copyright,  1897,  by  B.  M.  McWilliams.  Used  by  permission  of  Author. 


Though  Ties  Be  Broken.  Concluded. 


Oh,  the  drear  -  y  hours  of  long  -  ing  For  the  friends  and  kindred  dear. 
Grief  will  be      dispelled  f  or-ev  -  er;  When  we  pass    to  yon  bright  shore. 
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Chorus,   m/  ^1  little  faster. 


Oh,      the    rap    -   ture     of        that  heav  -   en,     Where  no 
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part  -  ings  ev  -  er  come;  Some  sweet  day    we'll  sing    to  -  geth  -  er, 
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rail. 
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Once   a  -  gain,      the     old  songs —  the   songs    of  love  and 
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and  home 
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No.  53. 

Whittier. 


The  Barefoot  Boy. 


1.  Bless-mgs  on    thee,  lit  -  tie  man,   Bare  -  foot  boy  with  cheeks  of  tan! 

2.  Let    the  mil  -  lion  dol-lared  ride!  Bare  -  foot,  trudg-ing    at    his  side- 

3.  tat -ward  sun -shine,  in-ward  joy;  Bless  -  ings  on  thee,  bare -foot  boy' 


With    thy  turned -up  pan  -  ta  -  loons,  And  thy  mer  -  ry  whis-tled  tunes. 

Thou   hast  more  than  he    can   buy,  In    the  reach  of   ear  and  eye 

Cheer  -  i   -   ly,     my  lit  -  tie  man, 

m 
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Live  and  laugh  as  boy  -  hood  can. 


Bless  -  ings   on  thee,  lit  -  tie  man,    With  thy  toirned-up  pan  -  ta- 

with  cheeks  of  tan! 
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Bless-ings 


loons,  And  thy  mer  -  ry  whistled  tunes;  Blessings  on  thee,  lit  -  tie  man,  Bare-foot 
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boy.with  cheeks  of  tan,  Bless-ings  on  thee,lit-tle  man,  Bare-foot  boy.' 

„  with  cheeks  of  tan. 
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No.  54.       IN  THE  HEART  OF  OLD  VIRGINIA. 


Moderate.  ]      K  /V    \    ,       ,       n    v  , 


Arranged  and  written  by  1  jomas  L.  Gibson. 


1.  In  the  heart  of  Old  Vir-gin-ia,  in     the  land  of  patriots' birth,  There  is 

2.  In  the  heart  of  Old  Vir  -  ginia,  where  brave  knighthood  ever  reigns,  Here  we 

3.  In  the  heart  of  Old  Vir-gin-ia,  where  fair  flowers  ev-er  bloom,  There  I 
N  N    I      m    -     m  .    m  m 


m 


mm 
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found  a  no-ble  record — deeds  of   worth ;  We  will  love,  and  we  will  land  thee,from  thy 

live,  and  love.and  labor,  day  by  day;  We  are  proud  of  fair  Vir- gin- ia,  of  her 

whisper'd  love's  sweet  sto  -  ry  to  my  bride;  There  we  journeyed  on  to-gether,  in  the 

'"  " '  -—*—m-\-»—B- 


day  by  day; 


mountains  to  the  sea;  May  our  hearts  in  Old  Vir-gin-ia  ev-er  be. 
hon-or,  wealth  and  fame  In  the  heart  of  "Old  Do-min-ion",-— still  the  same, 
fair  and  storm- y  weath-er,In  the  heart  of  Old  Vir- gin-ia,  side  by  side. 


Eefeain. 


Ev-er 
Still  the 
Side  by 


Ever 
same,  Still  the 
side,     Side  by 


be,     May  our  hearts  in  Old  Vir  -  gin-ia  Ever  be. 
same,   We  are  proud  of  Fair  Vir  -  gin-ia  Still  the  same, 
side,    In  the  heart  of  Old  Vir  -  gin-ia  Side  by  side. 


5 


Ev-er   be,  Ever  be,  May  our  hearts  in  Old  Vir-ginia  Ev-  er  be 

Still  the  same,  Still  the  same,  We  are  proud  of  Fair  Virginia  Still  the  same. 
Side  by  side,  Side  by  side,In  the  heart  of  Old  Vir-gin-ia  Side  by   side. " 


Copyright,  1907,  by  T.  L.  Gibson.   Melody  used  by  permission  of  Hatch  Music  Co 


No.  55.  Rabbi  Ben  Ezra. 

Robert  Browning.  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


Grow    old  a  -  long  with  me, 


1T 
The  best 


with  me, 


is  jet  to 
is    yet  to 


is 


be;   .   .   .   ♦   .   .    The  last    of  life  for  which  the  first  was  made,  for 


is    yet  to 


which     the    first    was  made;       Our  times  are     in  His 

Our  times 


m 


i 


i 


"A  whole  I  planned,  youth  shows  but  half;  Trust 


hand; 


I 


si 


Who  saith  "A  whole  I  planned, 


,-tk-M  U, 

God,  see  all,  nor 

be   a  -  fraid,  A  wr. 
*  f  4L  . 
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ole  I  planned,youth  i 

mows  but  half;  Trust 
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Rabbi  Ben  Ezra.  Concluded. 

rit. 
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God,     see   all,  nor 

be  a  -  fraid,  Trust 
:U    LfeE  £= 

God,    nor  be     a  - 
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fraid." 
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No.  56. 

Andante  sostenuto. 


Prayer. 
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F.  H.  HlMMEL. 

agitato  e  piu  moto. 
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to  Thee,  Black  tho'   the  cloud  that  rolls 

Thou  me,  Thy   might  -  y  hand    in  the 

Thee  near,  Near    in     the  whis  -  p'ring  of 

Thou  me,  In  -  to     Thy  hand    I  com- 


1.  Fa  -  ther,  I 

2.  Fa  -  ther,  0 

3.  Fa  -  ther,  I 

4.  Fa  -  ther,  0 


cry 
lead 
feel 


threat  -  en  -  ing  o'er  me;  Bright  tho'  the  lightening  that  flash  -  es  be-fore  me; 
tu  -  mult  shall  guide  me;  Thy  will  be  done,  what- so  -  e'er  may  be-tide  me; 
na-ture's  sweet  won-der;  Near  in  the  roll  -  ing  of  dread  can-non  thun-der; 
mend  me;  0  save  me!  Thou  canst  but  take  what  Thy  hand  a  -  lone  give  me; 


M 


sostenuto. 

it* 


Mas  -  ter  of  Bat-ties,  I     cry     to  Thee,  Fa 

Vic  -  tor  orvanquished,0  lead  Thou  me!  Fa 

Source  of  all  mer  -  cy,  I    feel  Thee  near;  Fa 

Liv  -  ing  or  dy  -  ing,  0  bless  Thou  me,  Fa 


ther,  0  lead  Thou 
ther,  I  feel  Thee 
ther,  0  bless  Thou 
ther,  I  praise  Thy 

fl  


near. 

me. 

Name. 
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No.  57. 


Planting  of  the  Tree. 


Sara  A.  Underwood. 

mf  Tempo  di  Marcia. 

rH  

Howard-Gibson. 
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1.  In  soil  the  dear-est  and  the  best  On  which  the  sun  can  shine,  We  plant  thee 

2.  In   com-ing  years  thy  kind-ly  shade  The  sons  of  toil  shall  bless;  Thy  beau-ty 

3.  Strike  deep  thy  roots,  wax  wide  and  tall,  Since  thou  our  pledge  shall  be  Of  all  the 
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tree,  in 
and  thy 
good  we 

hope  to-day,  O 
grace  shall  all  Wit 
vow  to  bring  Our 
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let  our  cause  be  tl 
ti  grateful  voice  coi 
country  grand  and 

il    l!    1  | 

line!  Strike  deep  thy  roots,  wax 
if  ess;  And    so    our  youth  in 
free,  In    place  of  one  by 
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wide  and  tall,  That   all    this  truth  may  know,  Thou  art    our  type  of 
wis  -  dom  train' d  Shall  ren-der  serv  -  ice  great;  Our  schools  send  sons  and 
axe   or   age  Cut     off,  long  may' st thou  stand;  We  march  to    take  our 
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Planting  of  the  Tree. — Concluded 

<   / 


jf  Refrain.  -For  /as£  uerse  ow/y. 
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fu-  ture  pow'  r,  Like  thee,  we, too,  shall  grow, 
daughters  forth,  The  glo-ry    of    the  State, 
fa-ther's  voice,  And  do  the  works  they  plann1 


J 


Like  thee  we  grow,  Like 
J- 


glo  -  ry  of  our  State,  Like  thee,  we,  too,  shall  grow. 
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.  58. 

J.  W.  E. 


A  Song  of  Long  Ago. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


song  of  long 
f ra  -  grant  sum 
eyes  of  fan 
far      a  -  way 


a  -  go,     Sing  it  light  -  ly,  sing  it 
mer  breeze,  And  the  leaves  of   lo  -  oust 
■  cy    turn  Where  the  turn  -  bled  pip  -  pins 
and  clear   Thro'  the  dusk  -  y    at  -  mos  - 
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low — 
trees, 
burn, 
phere 

A^A 
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it  soft  -  ly — like  the  lisp  -  ing  of  the  lips  we  used  to  know; 

the  ap  -  pie  buds  and  blos-soms,  and  the  wings  of  hon  -  ey  bees, 

the  em  -  bers  in    the  or-chard's  lap  of  tous  -  led  grass  and  fern; 

the  wail  -  ing  of    the  kill  -  deer  be  the  on  -  ly  sound  you  hear; 

A  A     A  A     A  A     A  A  A  |p-  A 
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When  our  ba  -  by  laugh  -  ter  spilled  From  the  heart  for  -  ev  -  er 

Pal  -  pi  -  tate  with  hon  -  est  glee,    'Till  the  hap  -  py  har  -  mo  - 

Let   the  way  -  ward  sing  -  ing  wind,    Soft  -  ly  blow  -  ing,  plod   be  - 

Then,  oh,  sweet,  and  sad,  and  low,     As  the  mem  -  0  -  ry  may 

AAA 


filled 

hind, 
know 
jl7> 


With  a    mu  -  sic   sweet  as    rob  -  in, 

Bring-eth  back  each  child  -  ish  joy  un 

And  the  ci  -  der  -  press,  the  good  old, 

Is     the  glad  pa  -  thet  -  ic  song,  oh, 

AAA 


as   rob  -  in  ev  -  er  trilled, 

to   you,   to  you  and  me. 

the  good  old  fash-ioned  kind, 

the  song   of  long   a  -  go. 


Copyright  property  of  Chas.  H.  Gabriel.  By  per. 


A  Song  of  Long  Ago.  Concluded. 


Refrain. 
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A  song   of  long  a  - 
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long  a -go, 
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Oh,  sing    it  soft  -  ly,  sing    it  low,    A    song   of  long    a  -  go. 


■# — p-f — ? 

»- 

,r  fr Ti 

 9    *  p— 

— 

1 — — * 

* 

* — ^  P 

No.  59.  How  Sweet  the  Name  of  Jesus  Sounds. 
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1.  How  sweet  the  name  of    Je  -  sus  sounds  In      a    be  -  liev  -  er's  ear! 

2.  It      makes  the  wound-ed    spir  -  it  whole,  And  calms  the  troub- led  breast; 

3.  Dear  name!  the  rock  on  which  I  build,    My  shield  and  hid  -  ing- place; 


1 


M 
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It  soothes  his  sor -rows,  heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  a  -  way   his  fear. 

'Tis   man  o  na   to    the  hun  -  gry  soul,   And  to     the  wea  -  ry,  rest. 

My   nev  -  et  -  fail  -  ing  treas-ure,  filled  With  bound-less  stores  of  grace! 
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No.  60.  Robert  of  Lincoln, 

William  Ctjllen  Bryant.  Leonard  B.  Marshall. 

Solo.  Brightly^ 

^^P^^^—  j  J,  = 

1.  Mer  -  ri   -    ly     sing  -  ing  on     brier          and  weed, 

2.  Rob  -  ert      of    Lin  -  coin  is      gay     -      ly  drest, 

3.  Six           white  eggs  on  a       bed           of  hay, 


Near  to  the  nest  of  his  lit  -  tie  dame;  0  -  ver  the  mount  -  ain- 
Wear-ing  a  bright,  black  wed  -  ding  coat;  White  are  his  shoul-ders  and 
Freck-led  with  pur-ple,  a     pret  -  ty  sight!     There  as   the  moth  -  er 


side       or  meed,  Rob  -  ert  of  Lin  -  coin  is    tell  -  ing  his  name, 

white    his  crest,  Hear       him  call        his    mer     -   ry  note, 

sits       all    day,  Rob  -  ert  is  sing  -  ing  with  all         his  might. 


Used  by  permission  of  Silver,  Burdett  &  Co. 


Robert  of  Lincoln.  Concluded. 


OflOEUS. 


Bob  -  o*  -  link,  Bob  -  oT  -  link,  Spink,  spank,  spink; 
Bob  -  o'  -  link,  Bob  -  o'  -  link,  Spink,  spank,  spink; 
Bob  -  o'  -  link,      Bob  -  o'  -  link,   Spink,    spank,  spink; 


g    £  g    g      £       ^  g- 
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Bob  -  0'  -  link,  Bob  -  o'  -  link, 
Bob  -  o'  -  link,  Bob  -  0'  -  link, 
Bob  -  o'  -  link,      Bob  -  o'  -  link, 


4= 


Chee,  chee,  chee; 
Chee,  chee,  chee; 
Chee,    chee,  chee; 


un  poco  rit. 
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Snug 
Look 
Nice, 


and  safe 
what  a  nice 
good  wife 


in   that       nest  of  ours, 

new  coat  is  mine, 

that  nev  -  er    goes  out, 


— 
1 

* 

Hid   -   den     a  -  mong  the 
Sure      there  was    nev         er  a 
ing  house     while  I 


sum  -  mer  flow'rs. 
bird  so  fine, 

frol  -  ic      a  -  bout. 


No.  61. 


J.  6.  Holland. 


Rockaby,  Lullaby. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  Rock  -  a  -  by,     lul   -   la  -  by,  bees      in       the     clov  -  er 

2.  Rock  -  a  -  by,     lul   -   la  -  by,  rain      on       the     clov  -  er 

3.  Rock  -  a  -  by,     lul   -   la  -  by,   dew      on       the     clov  -  er 


c  rr~t — rr-* 


Croon-ing  so  drow  -  si  -  ly,  cry  -  ing  so  low;  Rock  -  a  -  by,  lul  -  la  -  by, 
Tears  on  the  eye  -  lids  that  wav-  er  and  weep;  Rock  -  a  -  by,  lul  -  la  -  by' 
Dew   on  the  eye  -  lids  that  spark-le  at  dawn;  Rock  -  a  -  by,  lul  -  la  -  by' 


if    if  b 


b    t  b   U  0u" 


dear  lit -tie   rov-er    Down  in  -  to  won-der-Iand  go, 

i„„  ;+  ^  I)own      ,      in      -     to    won-der-iand  go, 

bend-mg  it     o  -  ver,  Down  on   the  moth  -  er-world  sleep,  .... 

V4.     4.1  t  Down  on  the  moth-er-world  sleep, 

dear  lit  -  tie  rov-er,    In  -  to   the  stil  -  ly-world  gone,  ..? 

In     "      •      to  the   stil  -  ly-worid  gone, 


K      .  Solo. 


Down    in  -  to  won  -  der-land  go. 
Down   on  the  moth-er-world  sleep.       Lul  -  la  -  bye 
In    -  to  the  stil  -  ly  -  world  gone. 

^E^^^^&T*  
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bye, 


Copyright,  1903,  by  T.  L.  Gibson, 


Rockaby,  Lullaby.  Concluded. 
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bye,   lul-la  -  bye,  bye, 


bye, 
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go; 


V  W  C  U  U  U   V  >  b  b 

Down  in    -    to  won  -  der  -  land 

Down  in  -  to  won  -  der-land,down  in-to  wonder-land,  go  in  -  to  won-der-land, 
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TTTTZ  r*< 


won  -  der  -  land  go  

down  in  -  to  won  -  der-land  go,  in-to  won-der  -  land  go,  (hil  -  la  -  by.) 
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No.  62.       Grandmother's  Counsel. 


Frank  L.  Stanton. 
Lively  temp 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel,. 


1.  Grand  -  moth-er  says      in  her  quaint  old 

2.  Grand  -  moth-er  says      in  her  quaint  old 

3.  And      still  to  me       in  the   fields  and 


way:  "World  wasn't 
way:  "World  wasn't 
dells,  Her  sweet  voice 


¥ 
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made  in  a  day—  a  day;  And  that  blue  sky  where  the 
made  in  a  day—  a  day;  The  mead  -  ows  there  where  you 
rings    like    a    chime  of     bells,  And  I  dream  brave  dreams    as  I 


3=m 


white  clouds  sit,  Why,  the  Lord  was  six  days  paint  -  ing  it!" 
love  to  sit,  Why,  the  Lord  took  time  to  car  -  pet  it!" 
hear     her     say:  .    .    .  "World  wasn't  made   in  a    day—  a  day.' 


Copyright,  1903,  by  T.  L.  Gibson. 


Grandmother's  Counsel.  Concluded. 

Chorus. 
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hon  -  ey,   You'll  get  there  yet,    For  Grand-moth  -  er  says,    in  her 


quaint  old  way —  "World    wasn't  made    in     a  d 

ay —  a  day." 
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No.  63.  Father,  Whate'er  of  Earthly  Bliss. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther,  what-e'er  of      earth-ly    bliss  Thy  sov  -  'reign  will  de  -  nies, 

2.  Give   me    a    calm,  a      thank-ful  heart,  From  ev  -  'ry  mur-murfree; 

3.  Let    the  sweet  hope  that    Thou  art  mine,  My  life    and  death  at  -  tend; 
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Ac  -  cept  -  ed  at  Thy  thone  of  grace,  Let  this  pe  -  ti  -  tion  rise: 
The  bless-ings  of  Thy  grace  im  -  part,  And  make  me  live  to  Thee. 
Thy  pres-ence  thro'  my  jour-ney  shine,  And  crown  my  jour-ney's  end. 


No.  64, 


Somewhere. 


Alfred  C.  Shaw. 

Con  espress. 


F.  Campana. 


1.  "Somewhere  the  wind    is    blow  -  ing,"      I  said,  and  toiled  a  -  long 

2.  Somewhere  the  twi  -  light  gath  -  ers      And  wea  -  ry  men  lay  by 
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In  tor  -  rid  heat  of  noon  -  tide—  The  fan  -  cy  made  me  strong; 
The  bur-den  of     the    day  -  time,    And  wrapped  in  slum  -  ber  lie; 
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Some-where  the  wind  is  blow  -  ing,  Tho'  where  I  gasp  and  sigh. 
Some- where  the  day      is    break  -  ing,     And  gloom  and  dark -ness  flee; 


No  breath  of  air  is  stir  -  ring,  Nor  cloud  in  burn  -  ing  sky; 
Tho'  storms  our  bark    are    toss  -  ing,    Some-where's  a   pla  -  cid  sea; 
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Somewhere.  Concluded. 
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Somewhere  the  thing  we  long  for  Is  on  this  earth's  wide  bound, 
And    thus,  I  tho't,  'tis    al  -  ways     In    this  mys  -  te  -  rious  life, 


D.  &-Samewhere  the  things  that  try     us     Shall  all  have  passed  a  -  way, 


Some-where  the  sun  is  shin  -  ing  When  win  -  ter  locks  the  ground; 
There's  al  -  ways  glad-ness  some-where  Spite  of    its  pain  and  strife; 
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And  doubt  and  fear  no  long  -  er     Hin  -  der  the  per  -  feet  day; 
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Some-where  the  flow'rs  are  spring  -  ing,  Some-where  the  corn  is  brown, 
Some-where  the  sin    and  sor  -  row      Of  earth  are  known  no  more; 
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Oh,  broth-er,  tho'    the  dark  -  ness      0  -  ver  thy  soul  be  cast, 


D.  S.  after  2d  verse. 

Read  -  y  un  -  to  the  har  -  vest  To  feed  the  hun  -  gry  town. 
Some-where  our  wea  -  ry    spir  -  its       Shall  find    a   peace-ful  shore. 

The  earth  is   roll  -  ing  sun  -  ward,    And  light  shall  come  at  last. 


No.  65. 

Soprano  and  Alto. 


Annie  Laurie. 


dim. 


1.  Max  -  well-ton  braes  are  bon  -  nie,  Where    ear  -  ly  fa's   the  dew, 

2.  Her  brow  is         like    the  snaw-drift,  Her    neck    is  like  the  swan, 
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And  'twas  there  that  An  -  nie  Lau  -  rie  Gied  me  her  prom-ise  true, 
Her  face     it    is     the     fair  -  est     That  e'er    the  sun  shone  on, 
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cres. 
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Gied  me  her  prom  -  ise  true, 
That    e'er      the  sun  shone  on; 


Which  ne'er     for  -  got   shall  be, 
And  dark  -  blue    is     her  e'e, 


P  rail. 


And  for  bon  -  nie  An  -  nie  Lau  -  rie  I'd 
And    for  bon  -  nie  An  -  nie    Lau  -  rie  I'd 


lay  me  doun  and  dee. 
lay  me    doun  and  dee. 


Annie  Laurie,  Concluded. 


p-F=- 

dim. 

j  -k-?t-| 
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3.  Like  dew  on  the  gow  -  an  ly  -  ing     Is  the   fa'    0'  her  fai  -  ry  feet, 


5^ 


And  like  wind  in  sum  -  mer  sigh  -  ing,  Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet. 
With  closed  lips.  dim. 

P — 0- 


cres. 


— — s- 


Her  voice    is  low  and   sweet,      And  she's  a'    the  world     to  me, 


p        ri£.  .e  dim. 


And    for  bon  -  nie   An  -  nie  Lau  -  rie    I'd     lay    me   doun  and  dee. 


No.  66.  The  Oars  Are  Plashing  Lightly. 


John  Fowler 
Moderato. 


Adam  Geibel.  * 
P 


1.  The  oars  are  plashing  lightly,  We're  wafted  down  the  stream;  The  moon-beams 

2.  The  night  -  in  -  gale  is  sing  -  ing;  So  soft  -  ly  on  the  breeze,  Hold  now  the 


■& — 4 


glist  -  en  bright  -  ly,  'Tis  like  a  tran-sient  dream;  The  glit  -  t'ring  rip  -  pies, 
oars  you're  swinging;Your  gen- tie  ef-forts  cease,  Give  list  - 'ning  ears  to  the 


-¥  f 


m 


mur  -m  'ring  a-long,  In        ex  -  quis  -  ite  sweetness  ac  -  com-pany  the  song 
sweet  thrill-ingnotes,Asour  boat  o'er  the  sil-ver-y  stream  slow-ly  floats; 


at 

Of  the  oars  -  men,  Of  the  oars  -  men,  As  we  glide  a-long  the  stream. 
Oh,  'tis  rap  -   ture,  Yes, 'tis  rap  -  tare,  As  we  glide  a-long  the  stream. 


Allegretto  grazioso 


^^^^^^ 


Glid  -   ing,        glid  -   ing       0  -  ver  the  moon  -  light  stream; 


The  Oars  Are  Plashing  Lightly.  Concluded. 


i  i  I 


f  5  ' 


Drift    -    ing,      drift   -   ing,    Drift-ing   a  -  long  in    a  dream; 


s  ^  ^ 


^  V  ^ 


1/    U  k  k  rtr-p- 


0  -  ver  the  sil  -  ver-y  wa  -  ters    The  ed-dies  are  glit-ter-ing  bright;  Urge 


— N- 
■5t 


gen-tly  the  boat,  We'll  dreamily  float  On  the  stream  'neath  the  bright  moon-light, 


^  ^£  njt 


Ah! 


On  the  stream  'neath  the  bright  moon-light; 


^  -ft 


— k~^   1 k-cF 
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Ah! 


On  the  stream  'neath  the  bright  moon-light. 
'Neath      the  bright  moon-light. 


No.  67. 


E.  L.  Blanchard. 

Allegretto  con  grazia 


Song  of  the  Hop-Piekers. 

Elizabeth  Philips. 


m 


1.  Voices   all     mer  -  ry,  cheeks  bright  as   a     ber  -  ry;    Past   come  the 

2.  Glimp-ses  of     seen  -  ery  are  caught  thro' the  green-ery.   Such     as  no 


vines,  brought  in  doz  -  ens  a  -  long;  Light  is  the  lab  -  or,  when 
art        ev  -  er  framed  for  us      yet;    Soft    winds  ca  -  ress  -  ing,  with 


talk  to  a  neigh  -  bor  Cheer  -  i  -  ly  blends  Jith  the 
health  as    their     bless  -  ing;        Peers   could    not    pur  -  chase  what 


H  ft— I 


hum  of  a  song;  Bright  skies  a  -  bove  us; 
free  -  ly     we    get;   Brim    the  broad  bask  -  et, 


1 


a-round  those  who 
if    a  -  ny  should 


I; 


p 


#oco  rit. 


i 


3 


love  us  Weav-ing  a  gar  -  land  as  gai  -  ly  we  sing; 
ask      it!        Where  lies    the     se  -  cret   the    vine   now   im  -  parts? 


a  tempo. 

-4  


Song  of  the  Hop-Pickers,  Concluded. 

— -I  -I 


Sees 


Off  comes  a  clus  -  ter  of  hops  with  a  lus  -  tre, 
No     an  -  swer     fit  -  ter      than," Work  is      the       bit  -  ter/: 


§ 


1 — t- 

f  rail 

i — * 
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P  |  piu  mosso. 
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us 


Sham  -  ing  the  gold  it  will  hap  -  pi  -  ly  bring;  Creep-ing  and 
Keep-ing     all     hoi  -  i  -  days  fresh   in     our  hearts;  Creep-ing  and 


1 — i- 


m 


curl  -  ing,  and  twist-ing  and    twirl-ing,  Still  work  -  ing  on,     on,    till  it 


P  tempo. 


i       i  i 


rail.  — ==d 


1 — i — r 


reach  -  es    the     top;     Nev  -  er     des  -  pair  -  ing,    at     last  it 


1 — i- 


,  •     _  f  molto  rail. 
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bear -ing, —    A    les  -  son    of     life    may  be  learned  from    the  hop! 


J— f-i 

I — 

No.  68. 

Allegretto. 


Men  of  Harlech. 


 *   Famous  Welsh  Song. 

L  I  'lis"  the  t^rt  *!    !S  "  LT'  21  *  like  ™W* 


'Tk  tf.+Har'leC,h!ein  the  iol-low>Do  ye  hear  like  rush-ing  bil-low, 
lis  the  tramp  of  Sax  -  on    foe  -  men,  Sax  -  on  spear-men,  Sax  -  on  bow-men, 

2-  {^^'liystee1pS,?nd.pass"es  nar-™v,Flash  with  spear  and  flight  of   ar  -  row; 
(.Hurl  the  reel  -  mg  horse-men  o  -  ver!  Let  the  earth  dead  foe-man  cov-er; 


Wave    on  wave  that  surg-ing  fol  -  low   Bat-tie's   dis  -  tant  sound?  ) 

they  knights  or  hinds  or  yoe  -  man,Death  is    glo  -  ry   now.  \ 

Who  would  think  of  pain    or  sor  -  row?  They  shall  bite   the  ground:  1 

Fate     of  friend,  of  wife,    or  lov  -  er,  Trem-bles   on      a  blow.  / 


D.  &-Hon-or,s  self  now  proud  -  ly  heads  us!  Free-dom!  God,  and  Right! 
D.  ^-Strike  for  home  for  life,   for    glo  -  ry!  Free-dom!  God,  and  Right! 


Loose  the  folds  a  -  sun  -  der, 
Strands  of  life   are  riv  -  en, 


as 


Flag  we  con  -  quer  un  -  der!  The 
Blow   for  blow   be    giv  -  en!  In 


thun-der; 
heav  -  en; 


plac  -  id  sky  now  bright  on  high  Shall  launch  its  bolts  in 
dead  -  ly  look  or  bat  -  tie-shock,  And  mer  -  cy   shrieks  to 


Men  of  Harlech. 

J — I- 


Concluded. 


D.  S.  al  Fine. 


| — | — p — n~  — ' — — * 
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On  -  ward, 'tis  our  coun- try  needs  us,   He   is   brav  -  est,  he  who  leads  us! 
Men  of  Har  -  lech,young  or  hoa  -  ry,Would  you  win    a  name  in  sto  -  ry! 
■4-  A 


No.  69. 


The  Slumber-Song. 


F.  KUCKEN. 


1.  All     is  still    in    sweet  -  est  rest,      By    the  sleep    se  -  rene  -  ly 

2.  Close  each  lit  -  tie,    lov  -  ing  eye,      Let  them  like    two  rose  -  lets 


0  • 

• 
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biest! Winds  are  moan  -  ing 
lie;       And    when  pur  -  pling 


I  ■  ! 

o'er     the  wild,     Lul  -  la  -  by, 
morn  shall  glow,    Still     as    rose  -  lets 

£H>  & 


I    f  I 

by,  sleep  on,  my  child,  La,  lul  -  la- 
rose  -  lets  fresh  -  ly  blow;  La,  lul  -  la- 


r 


I  I 

on,  my  child;  Lul  -  la  - 
fresh  -  ly   blow,    Still  as_ 


i 


t 


by,  sleep  on,    my  child;  May  an 


1  —  t 

gel  gleams  Per- vade    thy  dreams! 


No.  70. 


The  Boat  Song. 


Von  Weber. 


1.  On  we    are  float  -  ing   in  sun  -  shine  and  shad 

2.  Light   -  ly     our  boat       on   the  wa  -    ter  is  swing 

3.  Com  -  rades,  sing  on,      while  the  ech  -   oes,  a  -  wak 

4.  Soon  .    will   the  man  -  tie   of  eve  -  ning  fall  o'er 


ow, 
ing, 

us; 


Soft 
On 
Join 
Soon 


are  the  rip    -    pies  that   sing         as  we  go; 

ward  she  floats  while  the   swift       oars  we  ply; 

in   your  mu    -    sic  with  hap  -    py  re  -  frain; 

will  the  day    -    light  fade  out        from  the  sky; 


Soft  -  ly   they  break  on 

Gay  are  our  hearts  as 

Sing  while  the  waves  on 

Then  with   a  thought  of 


the  edge       of    the    mead  -  ow, 

the  songs  we    are    sing  -  ing, 

the  sun    -  ny  banks  break  -  ing; 

a  wel   -  come  be  -  fore  us, 


^^^^^ 


Woo 
Bright 
An  - 
Back 


ing  the 
are  our 
swer  your 
thro'  the 


grass 
hopes 
ca  - 
twi  - 


-  es  with  mel 

as   the  ra 

dence  with  mu 

light  we'll  cheer 


o  -  dies 
di  -  ant 
sic    a  - 
ful  -  ly 


low. 
sky. 
gain, 
hie. 


No.  71. 


1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 
Still  all  my  thoughts  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

No.  72. 

1  My  country!  'tis  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing; 
Land  where  my  fathers  died! 
Land  of  the  Pilgrims'  pride! 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring! 

2  My  native  country,  thee — 
Land  of  the  noble,  free — 

Thy  name  I  love; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song: 


Let  mortal  tongues  awake; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 
The  sound  prolong. 

4  Our  fathers'  God,  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  Thee  we  sing: 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  with  Thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King! 

No.  73. 

1  Joy  to  the  world;  the  Lord  is  come! 
Let  earth  receive  her  King; 

Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  earth;  the  Savior  reigns; 
Let  men  their  songs  employ; 

While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and  plains, 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground; 

He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The  glories  of  His  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 

No.  74. 

1  Lead  kindly  Light,  amid  th' encircling 

gloom, 

Lead  Thou  me  on; 
The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home. 

Lead  Thou  me  on; 
Keep  Thou  my  feet,  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene,  one  step  enough  for  me. 

2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that 

Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on: 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  way:  remember  not  past 
years. 

3  So  long  Thy  power  hath  blest  me,  sure 

it  still 
Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost 
awhile. 


NO.  75.  The  Old  Oaken  Backet. 

1  How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  scenes  of 

my  childhood, 
When  fond  recollection  presents  them  to 
view! 

The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep  tangled 
wild- wood, 
And  every  loved  spot  which  my  infancy 
knew; 

The  wide,  spreading  pond,  and  the  mill  that 
stood  by  it, 
The  bridge  and  the  rock  where  the  cat- 
aract fell: 

The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy-house  nigh  it, 
And  e'en  the  rude  bucket  that  hung  in 
the  well. 

Cho. — The   old   oaken  bucket;  the  iron- 
bound  bucket, 
The  moss-covered  bucket  that  hung 
in  the  well. 

2  That  moss-covered  bucket  I  hailed  as  a 

treasure, 

For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from 
the  field, 

I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 
The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can 
yield; 

How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that 
were  glowing, 
And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom 
it  fell; 

Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  over- 
flowing, 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from 
the  well. 

3  How  sweet  from  the  green,  mossy  brim 

to  receive  it, 
As  poised,  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my 
lips! 

Not  a  full-flushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to 
leave  it, 

Though  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter 

sips; 

And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved  hab- 
itation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell, 
As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father's  plantation, 
And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  hung  in 
the  well. 

NO.  76.  The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 

1  Oh,  say,  can  you  see  by  the  dawn's  early 
light, 

What  so  proudly  we  hailed  at  the  twi- 
light's last  gleaming; 
Whose  broad  stripes  and  bright  stars,  thro' 
the  perilous  fight, 


O'er  the  ramparts  we  watched,  were  si 
gallantly  streaming? 
And  the  rockets'  red  glare,  the  bombs  burst- 
ing in  air, 

Gave  proof  thro'  the  night  that  our  flag 
was  still  there. 

Cho. — Oh,  say,  does  that  star-spangled  ban- 
ner still  wave 

O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of 
the  brave. 

2  On  the  shore,  dimly  seen  through  the 
mists  of  the  deep, 
Where  the  foe's  haughty  host  in  dread 
silence  reposes, 
What  is  that  which  the  breeze,  o'er  the 
towering  steep, 
As  it  fitfully  blows,  half  conceals,  half 
discloses? 

Now  it  catches  the  gleam  of  the  morning's 
first  beam, 
In  full  glory  reflected,  now  shines  on 
the  stream; 


Cho.— 'Tis  the  star-spangled  banner;  oh, 

long  may  it  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of 
the  brave. 

3  And  where  is  that  band,  who  so  vaunt- 
ingly  swore, 

That  the  havoc  of  war  and  the  battle's 
confusion, 

A  home  and  a  country  should  leave  us  no 

more? 

Their  blood  has  washed  out  their  foul 
footsteps'  pollution; 
No  refuge  could  save  the  hireling  and  slave 
From  the  terror  of  flight,  and'the  gloom 
of  the  grave; 

Cho. — And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  tri- 
umph doth  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of 
the  brave. 

4  Oh,  thus  be  it  ever  when  freemen  shall 
stand 

Between  their  loved  home  and  the  war's 
desolation; 

Blest  with  victory  and  peace,  may  the 
heaven-rescued  land 
Praise  the  power  that  hath  made  and 
preserved  us  a  nation; 
Then  conquer  we  must,  when  our  cause  it 
is  just, 

And  this  be  our  motto:  "In  God  is  our 
trust!" 

Cho. — And  the  star-spangled  banner  in  tri- 
umph shall  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of 
the  brave. 


NO.  77.   Red,  White  and  Blue. 

1  0  Columbia!  the  gem  of  the  ocean, 
The  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free; 

The  shrine  of  each  patriot's  devotion, 
A  world  offers  homage  to  thee; 

Thy  mandates  make  heroes  assemble, 
When  liberty's  form  stands  in  view; 

Thy  banners  make  tyranny  tremble, 
When  borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

CHO.-When  borne  by  the  red, white  and  blue, 
When  borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue, 

Thy  banners  make  tyrrany  tremble, 

When  borne  by  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

2  When  war  winged  its  wide  desolation, 
And  threatened  the  land  to  deform, 

The  ark  then  of  freedom's  foundation, 
Columbia  rode  safe  through  the  storm; 

With  her  garlands  of  victory  around  her, 
When  so  proudly  she  bore  her  brave  crew, 

With  her  flag  proudly  waving  before  her, 
The  boast  of  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

CHO.-The  boast  of  the  red,white  and  blue,etc. 

3  Then  sons  of  Columbia,  come  hither, 
And  join  in  our  nation's  sweet  hymn ; 

May  the  wreaths  they  have  won  never  wither, 
Nor  the  stars  of  their  glory  grow  dim  1 

May  the  service  united,  ne'er  sever, 
But  they  to  their  colors  prove  true: 

The  Army  and  Navy  forever, 

Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

CHO.-Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white  and 
blue,  etc. 

NO.  78.  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 

1  Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory,  of  the 

coming  of  the  Lord; 
He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the 

grapes  of  wrath  are  stored, 
He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of  His 
terrible  swift  sword; 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 
Cho.— || : Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,:|| 
His  truth  is  marching  on. 

2  I  have  seen  Him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a 

hundred  circling  camps; 

They  have  builded  Him  an  altar  in  the  even- 
ing dews  and  damps; 

I  can  read  His  righteous  sentence  by  the 
dim  and  glaring  lamps, 
His  day  is  marching  on. 

Cho:— ||:Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,:! 
His  day  is  marching  on. 

3  He  has  sounded  forth  the  trumpet  that 

shall  never  call  retreat; 
He  is  sifting  cut  the  hearts  of  men  before 
His  judgment  s«at; 


Oh,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  Him!  bf 
jubilant,  my  feet; 

Our  God  is  marching  on. 
Cho. — ||:Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,:]! 
Our  God  is  marching  on. 

4  In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies,  Christ  waa 

born  across  the  sea, 
With  a  glory  in  His  bosom  that  transfigures 

you  and  me; 
As  He  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die  to 
make  men  free, 

While  God  is  marching  on. 
Cho. — 1| '.Glory,  glory,  hallelujah,  :|| 
While  God  is  marching  on. 

NO.  79.    Home,  Sweet  Home. 

1  'Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  tho'  we  may 

roam, 

Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there  no  place  like 
home; 

A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  us 
there, 

Which,  seek  through  the  world,  is  ne'er  met 

elsewhere. 
Ref.— Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home! 

Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place 
like  home! 

2  An  exile  from  home,  splendor  dazzles  in 

vain, 

0  give  me  my  lowly  thatched  cottage  again; 
The  birds,singing  gaily ,that  came  at  my  call, 
Oh,  give  me  that  peace  of  mind,  dearer 

than  all. 

3  To  us,  in  despite  of  the  absence  of  years, 
How  sweet  the  remembrance  of  home  still 

appears; 

From  allurements  abroad  which  but  flatter 

the  eye, 

The  unsatisfied  heart  turns  and  says  with  a 
sigh: 

NO.  80.    Sweet  By  and  By. 

1  There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  day, 
And  by  faith  we  can  see  it  afar; 

For  the  Father  waits  over  the  way, 
To  prepare  us  a  dwelling  place  there. 
Cho. — In  the  sweet  by  and  by, 

We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore; 
In  the  sweet  by  and  by, 

We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore. 

2  We  shall  sing  on  that  beautiful  shore 
The  melodious  songs  of  the  blest, 

And  our  spirits  shall  sorrow  no  more, 
Not  a  sigh  for  the  blessing  of  rest. 

3  To  our  bountiful  Father  above, 
We  will  offer  our  tribute  of  praise, 

For  the  glorious  gift  of  His  love, 
And  the  blessings  that  hallow  our  dayfe 


No.  81. 

T.  L.  G. 


Pennsylvania  State  Song. 

Thomas  L.  Gibson. 


1.  Kind  heav  -  en  had  in  store  for  me  The  place  where  I  should  dwell, 

2.  Tho'    oth  -  er  states  may  prove  as  true,  And  oth  -  er  lands  as  fair; 

3.  A      no  -  ble  race  in   thee  we  find,  One  tho't,  one  end  in  view: 
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Fair  Penn  -  syl-va  -  nia  was  that  choice,The  state    I  love    so  well. 
Tho'  fame    of  oth  -  ers   may  be  sung,  Their  glo  -  ries  borne  in  air, 
To     guard  thy  name,  ex  -  tend  thy  fame,  And  build  thee  strong  and  true 


fcfr-t-rih-^ 
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1        love    thy  hills  and  mount-ains  high,  Thy   val  -  leys  rich  and  wide; 
Yet    here     is  one  which   to    my  soul,  Is     fair  -  est  of  them  all; 
A       fruit  -  ful  soil   is     thy  free  gift,  Great  wealth  is   in    thy  hills, 


May  heav'n  in  love  o'er  thee  pre  -  side,  Dear  Penn  -  syl-va  -  n 
Of  thee  I  sing,  Oh,  key-stone  state,  My  Penn  -  syl-va  -  n 
Who   toils    in  thee  is    well  re  -  paid,  Fair  Penn  -  syl-va  -  n 


#  * 


Words  and  Music  copyright,  1904,  by  Thomas  L.  Gibson. 


Pennsylvania  State  Song.  Concluded. 
Refrain. 
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Thy     hills  are  dear  to     me, '  The    mem  -  'ry  of   thy  sons, 


May  heav'n  in  love  watch  o  -  ver  thee,  Dear  Penn  -  syl  -  va  -  ni  -  a. 
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4  Brave  were  the  deeds  thy  first-born  did 
For  thee,  my  native  state; 
At  Brandywine  and  Valley  Forge 
Their  sacrifice  was  great; 
Upon  the  field  of  Gettysburg 
Our  fathers  fought  and  fell; 
Guard  well  thy  heritage  so  dear, 
Brave  Pennsylvania. 


5  In  time  of  war  thine  arm  was  strong, 
Thy  sons  were  brave  and  true, 
When  peace  returned  within  thy  realms 
Thy  wealth  and  honors  grew. 
Shall  not  thy  noble  heritage 
Inspire  to  actions  high? 
'Tis  easy  such  a  land  to  love, 
Oh,  Pennsylvania. 


No.  82. 


Alice  Cart. 


Dan  and  Dimple 

A  Lesson  of  Profit, 


fen 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  To    be  -  gin  in  things  quite  sim  -  pie,  Quar-rels  scarce-ly   ev  -  er  fail; 

2.  In     be  -  tween  them  came  their  mother;  "What  is     all   this  fuss   a  -  boutr 

3.  Forth  ran  Dan  with  Dim  -  pie   aft  -  er  And  they  soon  came  hurrying  back, 

at*  '    '  * 


Thus  they  fell  out,  Dan  and  Dim -pie,  All  a  -  bout  a  hors-e's  tail, 
Then  the  broth -  er  and  the  sis  -  ter  Told  the  sto  -  ry,  out  and  out; 
Shout  -  ing,     all   a  -  glee  with  laughter,  That  the    hors  -  es  tail  was  black, 


So     that,    by   and  by,  this  quar  -  rel  Quite  broke  up  and  spoiled  their  play, 
Then  she  an-swered,  "I    must  la  -  bel  Each  of    you  a    lit  -  tie  dunce;" 
So     they   both  a  -  greed  to  prof  -  it  By     the    les  -  son  they  had  learned; 


m 
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Dan  -  ny  said  the  tail  was  sor  -  rel,  Dim  -  pie  said  that  it  was  gray. 
Since  a  look  with -in  the  sta  -  ble  Would  have  set  -  tied  it  at  once. 
And  to  tell  each  oth  -  er  of  it  Oft  -  en  as  such  fits  re-turned 
 [\  f\_  fS      IS      IS  IS 
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2d  Division. 


Dan   -  ny    said  the  tail  was  sor  -  rel.  Dim  -  pie   said  that  it   was  gray 
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All. 


Dan  and  Dimple, 
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So    that,    by  and   by,  this  quar-rel,  Quite  broke  up  and  spoiled  their  play. 
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No.  83. 


The  Rising  Day. 


Z3L 


C.  Zeuner. 
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1.  Once  more,  my  soul,    the  ris  -  ing   day   Sal-utes  thy  wak  -  ing  eyes; 

2.  Night  un  -  to    night  his  name  re  -  peats.  The  d-ay   re  -  news  the  sound, 

3.  Great  God,  let  all      my  hours  be  Thine,  While  I    en  -  joy  the  light; 


X? 


Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  trib  -  ute  pay  To  Him  that  rules  the  skies. 
Wide  as  the  heav'n  on  which  He  sits  To  turn  the  sea  -  sons  round, 
Then  shall  my  sun     in   smiles   de  -  cline,  And  bring  a    pleas  -  ant  night, 
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No.  84. 
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(Round)   0  Rosy  My  Posy, 


GlBSOK. 


0,   Ros  -  y    my  pos  -  y  you're  wea-ry,  you're  doz-y,  Come  sit  up  -  on 
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grand-moth  -  er's     knee;         And  songs   I      will  sing   you,  sweet 


songs  I    will  bring  you.  Now  cud  -  die   up   coz  -  y   with  meT™^ 


1 


No.  85.      Get  Out  in  the  Sunshine. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  Get  out   in   the  sun-shine-  seek  the  coun  -  try   ranch!  Be    a  bare-foot 
bet  out  in   the  sun-shine— where  the  world  is     fair—  Ap  .  ril's  ros  -  y 
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boy  a- gain,  wad  -  in'  in  the  branch!  Let  the  cit - y's  thun-der  for  a 
fin  -  gers  to  rum  -  pie  up  your  hair!  Friends  with  ev  -  'ry  meadow— broth-er 
light  of  heav'nshin-in'  on  your  soul;   Time  to  take  a  day  off    un  -  der 


sea  -  son  cease,  Let  a  storm  of  fragrant  blos-som  pelt  you  in  -  to  peace, 
to  the  breeze,  Sip  -  pin'  sweeter  hon-  ey  than  is  gathered  by  the  bees.* 
skies    of    blue;    Dai  -  sies  in  the  meadow  grow— there's  daisies  there  for  you! 


i 


Get     out      in     the    sun  -  shine, 


Out 

to 


in      the  sun  -  shine! 
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Get     out      in    the    sun  -  shine,  Get    out     in  -  to    the  sun  -  shine! 
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No.  86. 


Nixon  Waterman. 


ONCE  IN  A  WHILE. 
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T.  L.  Gibson. 
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1.  Once  in    a  while  the      sun  shines  out,  And  the  arch-ing     skies  are  a 

2.  Once  in    a  while  with  -  in    our  own    We      clasp  the     hand   of  a 

3.  Once  in    a  while  in  the  des  -  ert  sand  We       find    a        spot    of  the 


m 


3=t 


I     i  I 


4—4 


a — fv 


A — P 


per  - 
stead 
fair  ■ 


feet  blue;  Once  in  a  while  raid  clouds  of  doubt  Rope's  brightest 
fast  friend,  Once  in  a  while  we  hear  a  tone  Of  love  with  the 
est     green;  Once  in     awhile  from    where  we  stand  The  hills  of 
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the 


stars 
heart' 
Par 


come  peep  -  mg 
sown  voice  to 
-a  -  dise  are 


through,       Our      paths  lead  down  by 
blend.      And  the    dear-  est  of  all  our 
seen.       And   a       per  -  feet  joy  in  our 
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mead  -  ows  fair,  Where  the  sweet  -  est  bios  -  soms, 
dreams    come       true,     And     on      life's     way      is  a 


hearts  we 


hold, 


joy 


that      the    world  can 
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New  Century  Song  Series,  Book  One.    Copyright,  1905,  by  T.  L.  Gibson. 


Once  In  a  While.  Concluded. 
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nod      and        smile,  And  we      lay    a  -  side  our       cross  of  care 

gold  -  en          mile;  Each     thirst-ing  flow'r  is         kiss' d  with  dew 

not       de     -     file;  We     trade  earth's  dross  for  the  pur -est  gold 
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Choeus. 
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side  our  cross  of  care,  Once 
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while. 


And  our 


Once 


in  a  while,  Once 
-a-  .0. 


in  a  while, 
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paths  lead  down  by  mead-ows     fair   Once  in  a  while. 

meadows  fair. 


No.  87. 


PIPPETY-POP! 

(A  School  Song.) 


Words  arranged  and  mostly  written  by 
Florence  LeClair. 


Music  by 
H.  R.  Palmer. 
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Pip  -  pe  -  ty  -  pop!      pip  -  pe  -  ty  -  pop!  The  red  -  der  the  fire  the 
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fast-er  they  hop;       Pip  -  pe  -  ty- pop!        pip  -  pe  -  ty-popl 
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Pip  -  pe  -  ty,  pip  -  pe  -  ty  -  pop ! 


1.  Now  here,  now  there,  now 

2.  No     nior  -  tal  dance  did 

3.  Now  still    for  just  a 

4.  Now  awk-ward  sprawl,  then 
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New  Century  Song  Series,  Book  One.    Copyright,  1897,  by  H.  11.  Palmer.    Used  by  permission. 

Pupils  should  hold  a  whito  handkerchief  iu  each  hand,  and,  while  singing  the  first  eight  vocal 
measures,  and  also  during .the  last  four  measures,  should  throw  them  high,  alternately,  in  strict  time  with 
•he  mubic.    At  the  hold,  throw  both  up  and  shake  them  vigorously. 


Pippety=Pop !—  Continued. 


ev  -  er  -  y  where;  Now    up,    now  down,  now  spin-ning  a -round;  Now 

ev  -  er  you  see,     So     full     of   mad  and  ec-stat-ic    gl°e;  Like 

mo-ment  they  stop,  Then    off   they  go     with  ma-ny    a    hop;  With 

grace- ful  -  ly  fall;  With  sound  and  bound  they  tum-ble    a -round.  Then 
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mad  -  ly    turn-ing  to 
era  -  zy    crea-tures  they 
hop-ping,  jerk  ing  they 
off  they  hur-ry  with 
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left,    to  right;  Now 
skip   and  hop,  With 
pop   and  drop,  For 
flip   and  flop,  They 
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a  -  way  with 
-    a    pip-pe-ty  - 
they  dance  with 
and  scur-rywith 
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wild    de-light;  Bright  lit  -  tie    fair- ies    in  yel  -  low  and  brown, 

pop  -  pop-pop!  Chang  ing  to    fan- cies  more  wild  and  more  bold,  Than 

pop  -  pop-pop!  Ev  -  er  they're  spinning  with  hip  -  pe  -  ty  -  hop! 

pop  -  pop-pop!  Diz  -  zy    and  whiz- zy  they  burst  with  a  pop! 


Pippety  Pop!— Concluded. 
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Lore  -  li  -  est  fair  -  ies  with  nev  -  er     a  frown, 
ev  -  er    in    po  -  em    or    sto  • 
Ev  -  er  they'  re  din-ning  with  pip-pe 
Whirl-ing  andswirl-ing  they  skip  and  they  hop  I 

 4  ,_|  -I- 


-  er     a  frown.  . 

ry  was  told.  I 

>-pe  -  ty  -  pop.  j 

and  they  hop  I  J 
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Pip  -pe  -  ty  -  pop  I 
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pip  -  pe  -  ty  -  popl    Pip  -  pe  -  ty,    pip  -  pe  -  ty  -  pop!  pop! 
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LOVE'S  OLD  SWEET  SONG. 


No.  88. 


G.  F.  Bbigham. 

Soprano  Solo. 

J.  Li.  MOLIiOY. 
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1.  Once  in  the  dear, dead  days  be-yond  re-call,    When  on  the  world  the 

2.  E-vento-day  we    hear  love' s  song  of  yore,  Deep  in  our  hearts  it 
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New  Century  Song  Series,  Book  One. 


t*oveTs  Old  Sweet  Song. — Continued. 
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mists  began  to  fall,  Out  of  the  dreams  that  rose  in  hap-  py  throng, 
dwells  for-ev-er-more;    Foot-steps  may  fal  -  ter,    wea-  ry  grow  the  way, 
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Low  to  our  hearts  love  sang  an  old  sweet  song;  And  in  the  dusk,  where 
Still  we  can  hear  it     at  the  close  of    day.      So     to  the  end,  when 
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;           fell  the  twilight  gleam 
life's  dim  shadows  fall, 

,  Soft-ly  it  wove  it-  self  in 
Love  will  be  found  the  sweete 

— — 

-  to  our 

stsong  of 
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dream, 
all, 
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Love's  Old  Sweev  Song.— Concluded. 
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Chorus. 
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Just  a  song 
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at     twi  -  light,   when  the  lights  are  low, 

the  lights  are  low, 
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And  the  flick' ring  shad  -  ows    soft  -  ly  come     and  go, 

soft  -  ly  go, 
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Tho'  the  heart  be  wea  -  ry,    sad  the  day  and  long,  Still  to  us 

the    day  is  long, 


at 


42. 
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twi  -  light,  comes  love'  sold  song,  Comes  love' sold  sweet 
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song. 
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No.  89. 


CHILD  LIFE  ON  THE  FARM. 


A  waltz  with  vocal  accompainment. 


Met.  g!  =  66. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 


1.  Help  -  ing  to  plant  all  the  corn    and  po  -  ta  -  toes,  And  help  -  ing  to 

2.  Spreading  the  hay     in    the  bright  gold-en  sun-  shine,  Or  rak  -  ing  it 
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3.  Sweep-ing,  and  wash  -  ing  and  wip  -  ing  the  dish  -  es,  And  bring-ing  the 

4.  Work  makes  us  cheer- ful,  con-tent  -  ed  and  hap  -  py,    It  makes  us  both 


New  Century  Song  Series,  Book  One.    Copyright,  1894,  by  H.  R.  Palmer.    Used  by  permission. 


Child  Life  on  the  Farm. — Continued. 
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scat  -  ter  the  seeds, 
up  when  its  dry.. 


Feed-ing  the  hens  and  the 
Pick-ing  the  ap-ples  the 
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wood  from  the  shed... 
act  -  ive  and  strong . 


I  -  ron-  ing,  sew-ing  and 
We  will  more  keen-ly  en  - 
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cute  lit-tle  chickens,  and  freeing  the  gar-den  from  weeds, 
pears  and  the  peaches,  Down  in  the  old  orch-ard  hard  by  
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mending,  and  knitting,  And  helping  to  make  up  the  bed. . 
joy  all  our  playing,  Because  we  have  labored  so  long. 
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Child  Life  on  the  Farm.— Continued. 
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Driv  -  ing  the  cows  and  the  sheep  to  the  past  -  ure,  And  feed  -  ing  the 
Pick  -  ing  the  sweet  pur-  pie  grapes  in    the  vin  -  yard,  And  gath'ring  the 


Tak  -  ing  good  care  of  the  dar-ling  wee  ba  -  by,  And  watching  her 
Glad  -  ly  we'll  hon  -  or,  and  help  our  dear  par  -  ents,  And  quick- ly  we'll 
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horse  in  the  stall, 
nuts    in       the  fall.. 


We  lit  -  tie  child-ren  are 
We    lit  -  tie  child-ren  are 
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lest  she  should  fall, 
come    at      their  call. 


We  lit  -  tie  child-ren  are 
We    lit  -  tie  child-ren  should 
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Child  Life  on  the  Farm.— Concluded. 
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al- wars  so    bu  -  sy,  For  sure-  ly  there's  work  for  us  all... 

al-  ways  so    bu  -  sy,  For  sure-  ly  there's  work  for  us  all... 
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al- ways  so  bu  -  sy,  For  sure-  ly  there's  work  for  us  all. 
love  to  be   bu  -  sy,  For  sure- ly  there's  work  for  us  all. 


i 


-0 — «- 


1 

t= 


— 1- 


Refrain. 


Helping  pa  -  pa,  Helping  pa  -  pa,  Helping,  we' re  helping  pa  -  pa. 
Helping  pa  -  pa,  Helping  pa  -  pa,  Helping,  we're  helping  pa  -  pa. 
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Helping mamma,  Helpingmamma,  Helping,  we' re  helping  mam-ma. 
Helping  pa  -  pa,  Helpingmamma,  Helping,  pa-  pa  and  mam-ma. 


Fine. 
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Interlude  after  1st,  2d,  &  3d  Stanzas. 


D.S. 


No-  90. 


In  Memory  of  Washington. 


Lizzie  DeAemond. 

Mareia.  Unison. 


S.  B.  Stambaugh. 
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1.  We  will  sing  of  thee,  brave  Wash-ing-ton,    The    name  to    us  so 

2.  He  has  left   to    us     in  the  land  we  love,  The  flow'r  of    lib  -  er  - 

3.  We  will  sing  of  thee,  brave  Wash-ing-ton,    Our     Na-tion'sjoy  and 
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dear,  Of  the  vie  -  to  -  ries     he  has  tru  -  ly   won,    As  a 

ty;  'Tis  a  bios  -  som  bright  from  the  realms  a  -  bove,  That  shall 
crown;        Car-ry   on     the  work    by  his  zeal    be  -  gun,   At  the 
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no  -  ble     pi  -  o  -  neer.  Like   a     star     of  light  shall  his 

bloom    e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly.  Lost    a     lit  -  tie  while   to  our 

Mas-tcr's    call   laid  down.        Wave  the  Stars  and  Stripes  in  a 


mem  -  'ry  shine,  As  the  roll  -  ing  years  pass  by;  Fall  of 
hu  -  man  sight,  May  his  deeds  our  lives  in  -  spire,  To  a 
last     sa  -  lute,    To  our  Coun-  try's    Fa  -  ther     dear,       Hail  the 
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In  Memory  of  Washington. — Concluded. 
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pa-tient  zeal,  ev  -  er  true  as  steel,  In  our  tho'ts  he  ne'er  shall  die. 
high  -  er  aim,  not  for  wealth  or  fame,  Fill  our  souls  with  Freedom's  fire, 
na  -  tal  morn  of  the  loy  -  al  born,  Give  his  name  a  heart  -  y  cheer. 
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CHOEUS.  Two  Parts. 
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First  in  war 
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so     brave,      First  in  hearts  of  coun-try-men, 
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Wave  the  flag      he      saved,      Sing  his  praise  with  tongue  and  pen. 
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First  in  war      so  brave, 
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Glo-ry's  great  and  hon-ored  son; 
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We  re-vere  this  day,  As  we  proudly  say- 

,  *  -«-  j 


Hail  our  noble  Washington ! ' ' 
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No.  91.  HOW  GLASS  IS  MADE. 

For  Kindergarten  Classes. 


"Words  and  Music  by  H.  R.  Palmeb. 

Met.  J  =126.  Allegretto. 
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1.  From 

2.  Glass  - 
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E-  gypt  came  the 
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se  -  cret  neat,  That  glass  is  made  of  sand  by  heat,  The 
i     -     ron    pipe,  And-   blow,  and  blow  with      all    their  might;  They 
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sand  is  tak-en,  says  the  rhyme,  And  mixed  with  so-da  and  with  lime,  Then 
blow  the  hot  -  tie, tumbler,  shade;Such  curious  things  by  them  are  made.  The 
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New  Century  Song  Series,  Book  One.   Used  by  per.  of  Dr.  H.  E.  Palmer. 


How  Glass  is  Made.— Concluded. 
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sift  -ed  and  made  smooth  like  clay,  And  heat-ed  hot  with-  out  de-  lay;. The 
win-dow  panes  so  clear  and  white — On  which  Jack  Frost  has  danced  all  night — Are 
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heat  is  fierce,  the  fire  is  bright;  The  glass  comes  melted  clear  and  white, 
made  of  glass  just  in    the  way  We  sing  a  -  bout,  this  pleas-ant  day. 
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No.  92.  FAWN=FOOTED  NANNIE. 

Words  arr.  from  a  poem  by  Lucy  Labcom. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 


1.  Fawn-  foot  -  ed  Nan-  nie,  where  have  you  been?  "Chas-  ing  the  sunbeams 

2.  List  -  en  -  ing  Nan- nie,  what    did  you  hear?  '  'Heard  the  rain  ask  ing  a 


iff:*: 


1 


Used  by  permission  of  Dr.  H.  R.  Palmer,  owner  of  the  copyright. 


Fawn=Footed  Nannie.— Continued. 
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in  -  to  the  glen,  Plunging  thro'  sil-ver  lakes  af  -  ter  the  moon ;  Tracking  o'  er  the 
rose  to    ap-pear;  Heard  the  woods  saying  the  winds  whistled  wrong;  Heard  the  streamlet 


3tt 


V  -Wr 


 X~ 

— 1 

— 1  

5 

8 

L-«s>  •  

8 

meadows  bright  the  steps  of  June."  Sunny-eyed  Nannie,  what  did  you  see? 
vieing  with  the  bird's  sweet  song.' '  Nannie,dear  Nannie,  take     me  with  you  ? 
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' '  Saw  the  fairies  sewing  beauteous  leaves  on  a  tree,  Saw  the  waves  counting  the 
Teach  me  all  you  see  and  hear  in  na  -  ture  so  true,  ' '  Nay,  you  must  bor-row  my 


Fawn-Footed  Nannie,— Concluded. 


eyes  of  the  stars,-  Saw  the  cloud-lambs  sleeping  in  the  sunset's  red  bars. " 
ear  and  my  eye.        Or  the  charm  will  vanish  and  the    mu-sic  will  die. " 
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Chorus. 
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Nan-nie,  dar-  ling;  take  me    with  you,  Nan-nie, 

Nan-nie,  lit  -  tie  fair  -  y  dar-ling,  take  me    with  you,    Teach  me  all  you 
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dar-  ling,  take  me    with  you,     Trip-ping  danc-ing 

see  and  hear  in     na-ture     so    true,    Skipping,  tripping,  glancing,  dancing 
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Repeat  pp.  ad  lib. 
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gai-ly  a-long     Breathing  in  the  mu-sic  of  the  bird's  sweet  song, 

mer  -  ri  -  ly    a-  long     Breathing  in  the  music  of  the  bird's  sweet  song. 
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No.  93.     IT  CAME  UPON  THE  MIDNIGHT  CLEAR. 


E.  H.  Sears,  1850. 


1.  It  came  up- on      themid-nightclear,Thatglo-  rious  song  of  old, 

2.  Still  thro'  the  clov-  en  skies  they  come,  With  peaceful  wings  un  -  furled; 

3.  With  all  the  woe3  of   sin  and  strife  The  world  has  suf-  fered  long; 

4.  And   ye,  be-neath  life's  crushing  load  Whoseforms  are  bend  ing  low, 

5.  For,    lo  I  the  days    are  hast'ning  on    By  proph-  et  bards  fore-  told, 
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From  an  -  gels  bend  -  ing  near  the  earth,  To    touch  their  harps  of 
And  still  their  heav'n-  ly  mu  -  sic  floats  O'er  all      the  wea  -  ry 
Be-neath  the  an-  gel-strains  have  rolled  Two  thous-and  years  of 
Who  toil     a  -  long  the  climb-ing  way,  With  pain-ful  steps  and 
When  with  the  ev   -  er    cir-cling  years  Comes  round  the  age  of 

* — 0—0—0- 
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gold; 
world; 
wrong; 
slow — 
gold; 
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'Peace  on  the  earth,  good-will  to  men,  From  heaven's  all-gracious  king." 

A  -  bove  its    sad     and  low-  ly  plains  They  bend  on  hov-er-  ing  wing, 

And  man,  at  war  with  man,  hears  not  The  love-song  which  they  bring; 

Look  now;  for  glad  and  gold-  en  hours  Come  swiftly  on       the  wing; 

When  peace  shali  o  -  ver  all  the  earth  Its  an-  cient  splen-  dors  fling, 
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The  world  in     sol  -  emn  still-  ness  lay  To     hear  the  an-gels  sing. 

And  ev  -  er     o'er  its    Ba- bel  sounds  The  bless  -  ed  an-gels  sing! 

Oh,  hush  the    noise,  ye  men   of  strife,  And  hear  the  an-gels  sing! 

Oh,  rest    be  -  side  the  wea  -  ry  road,  And  hear  the  an-gels  sing. 

Aud  the  whole  world  give  back  the  song  Which  now  the  an-gels  sing. 


BHfc 


Copyright,  1905,  by  T.  L.  Gibson 


It  Came  Upon  the  Midnight  Clear.— Concluded. 
Chorus.  _ 
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To    hear    the    an  -  gels    sing,     To  hear    the     an  -  gels  sing, 
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The  world  in  eol-emn  still  ness  lay,  To    hear  the  an  -  gels  sing. 
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No.  94. 


THE  SILVER  STAR. 


D.  K.  En. 


H.  R.  Pa3l<mkb,  by  per. 


1.  On  the  brow     of     night  there  shines  a  sil-ver  star,     On  the  brow  of 

2.  'Tis  the  lamp    of     God  high  hang-ing  in  the  air,   'Tis  the  lamp  of 

3.  Bring  your  gifts  of     gold  of  frankincense  and  myrrh,  Bring  your  gifts  of 


9  

E  Sir. — #-* — i — 

— ' 

$ — S — f — 5 — S — 

/  1/       v   1  1/1? 

1p — 

-r 

i 

1/  1/ 

night  there  shines  a  sil-ver  star,  And  the  wise  men  gaze  on  its 
God  high  hang-ing  in  the  air.  And  it  guides  our  feet  thro'  the 
gold,   of  frank-in-  cense  and  myrrh,  For  the  King  we    own      is  on 


New  Century  Song  Series,  Book  One.    Copyright,  1895,  by  H.  R.  Palmer. 


The  Silver  Star.— Concluded. 
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heav'nly  rays  Till  they  find  the  King,  whose  throne  they  sought  a-far.    In  the 
roy-  al  street;  There  is  sweet  soul-rest  for  those  who  seek  it  there  From  the 
Dav  id's  throne;  Let  the  ho  -  ly  child  your  best   af  -  fee-  tions  stir;  >Tis  the 
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Chorus. 


Babe  of  Beth- le  -  hem.     Sil-verstar,  ho- ly  light,  shine  a- 

Sil-ver  star,  ho-ly  light, 
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,  o'  er  the  night,  Till  the  world  shall  ,ome   where  the 

shine  a-far,  o'er  the  night, 


young  child  lay,  And     en  -  ter    the  gates  of    the  new  born  day. 


No.  95. 


STORY  OF  THE  RAINDROPS. 


H.  E.  Hewitt. 

MKT.  J  =  104 

~l  rv 


Motion  Song. 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  One  day.  the  lit-  tie  drops  of  rain,  Dash'd  Jdown  against  my  window  pane; 

2.  She  told  me  of  tbe  7toss-ing  sea,  How  ver  -  y  strange  it  seems  to  mel 

3.  The  lit  -  tie  rain-drops  l3feed  the  rills,  That  run  in  ™mu-sic  down  the  hills, 

4.  OurHeav'nly  I7Father,  wise  and  great,  All  things  upon  Thy  bidding  wait; 


mi 


-I 


HI 


i-  Z5<- 


I  tho't  2how  ver-y  nice  'twould  be     If    I  could  know  their  his-  to  -  ry. 
The  sun  can,  8by  a  might-  y   law,     The  o-  cean  9va-  pors  up-ward  draw, 
And  these,  in  turn,  will  find  the  sea,  There,  for  a-while,14their  home  will  be, 
Thy  hand  leads  18out  thecir-cling  sun,  And  by  Thy  will,19the  streamlets  run, 
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And  so,  my  3sis-ter'shand  I  took,  And  begged  her  not  to  read  her  book, 
Until  they  9makethe  clouds  on  high.  Like  sails  10up-on  the  deep  blue  sky; 
Un-til  they  rise,13in  mist  a  -  gain,  To  form  an  -  oth  -  er,  show'rof  rain, 
At  Thy  command,  20the  wa-  ters  rise,    To  o-  ver-  spread  the  1]sun-ny  skies, 


Copyriglit,  1832,  by  H.  E.  Palmer  and  M.  G.  Kennedy.    Used  by  permission. 

Motions.—!.  Dashing  motion,  both  hands.  2.  Cheek  resting  on  hands,  in  medita- 
tion. 3.  Take  next  child's  hand.  4.  Arms  raised  and  lowered  with  fluttering  fingers: 
rain  motion.  5.  Snapping  fingers.  6.  Point  to  flowers  or  ground.  7.  Wave  motion, 
both  hands.  8.  Point  up.  9.  Hands  placed  low;  slowly  raised.  10.  Hands  moved  over 
head.  11.  Form  arch.  12.  Rain  motion.  13.  Right  arm  swung  with  rippling  motion 
of  fingers.  14.  Wave  motion.  15.  Hands  placed  low,  slowly  raised.  16.  Shake  forefin- 
ger. 17.  Look  up.  18.  Describe  circle.  19.  Rippling  motion.  20.  As  before.  21.  Arch. 
22.  Hands  clasped,  look  up. 


Story  of  the  Raindrops.— Concluded. 
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But  tell  me,  <on  this  rain-y  day,  How  came  those  drops  from  far  a  -  way. 
Butwhen these  "dark  and  heavy  grow,  They  fall  in  isdrops  to  earth  be-low 

Ah,littledrops!i5Iknowyonwell,Yourliis-to-ry  I  now  can  tell 
And  when  Thou  ^see' st  best,  they  fall:  Dear  Lord,  Thylove  2*is  ov  -  er  all-' 
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Chorus. 
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Pit  -  ter.  pat  -  ter,  3pit  -  ter,  pat  -  ter,  Hear  the  rain-drops  fall, 
Pit,         pat,  pit,         pat,  v  ' 
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fall,  pat,  pit,  pat, 
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Pit-  ter,  pat-  ter,  Spit  -  ter,  pati-  ter,  God  has  sent  them  all. 
pit,         pat,  pit,  pat, 

•  IS 

*  *  * — * — i — € 


s-s 


-K  

 1— 


=4=* 


-N- 


List  -  en,  6pret-ty     lit  -  tie  flow-'rets    To  their  gen-  tie  call, 
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call,  pat,  pit,  pat, 


Pit  -  ter,  pat-  ter,  pit  -  ter,  pat  -  ter,  Hear  the  rain-  drops  fall. 
Pit,         pat,  pit,  pat. 


No.  96. 


LONG  AGO  A  LITTLE  SUNBEAM. 


M.  T.  Rouse. 
Met. 


For  Kinde  rgarten  cla 


H.  R.  P. 


MET.  ^=100.  :  


1.  Long  a  -  go    a       lit  -  tie    sun-  beam,  On  a     ver  -  y      dis-  mal  da? 

2.  By  and  by  they  saw  him  shin-ing  Thro'  a  mer- ry  las  -  sie  s  face 
3  Then  up- on  their  quest  they  start  -ed  Soon  each  found  the  home  he  sought, 
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Dis  -  con  -  tent-  ed    with  the  weath-er,  From  his  cloud-home  stole  a- way; 
In  her  heart  he    nes  -  tied  snug-ly;      It  was  such  a      co  -  zy  place 
When  he    en  -  tered,  quickly  van-  ished  Ev  -  'ry    sad  and  cloudy  thought; 


m 


1=5 


K 


V—tr 


v—=r.\ 


Then  his  ro  -  guish  cous- in  South  wind  Spread  the  sto- ry  round  a -bout, 
That  the  sun-  beams  were  de  -  light-  ed,  And  to  -  geth-er  quick-  ly  cried  : 
Now,  when-ev  -  er      it    is    storm-y,     In  good  children' s  hearts  they  stay 


And  to  seek  the 
* 1  Let  us  all  find 
And  the  peo-  pie 


way-ward  tru- ant,   Ev-  'ry     sun-beam  start- ed  out. 
lads  and    las  -  sies  In  whose  hearts  we  too  may  hide, 
all     a  -  round  them  Quite  for-get  the     dis- mal  day. 
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By  permission  of  H.  R.  Palmer* 


No.  97. 

Alfred  Tennyson. 
PP  Larghetto. 


SWEET  AND  LOW. 


J.  Baknby. 


i  9 

1.  Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low,  Wind  of    the    west    -    em  se*r"" 

2.  Sleep  and  rest,    sleep  and  rest,    Fa-ther    will  come    te  liiet  soon- 
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Low, 
Rest, 
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low, 
rest. 
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breathe  and  blow,  Wind  of  the  west  -  ern 
on    moth-er's  breast,  Fa-ther  will  come    to  thee 


soon; 
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O-  ver  the  roll  -  mg  wa  -  ters  go,  Come  from  the  dy  -  ing  moon  and  blow, 
TWi,'  :n  Ver.  the  wa;  ters  go,  Uome  from  the  moon  and  blow, 
father  will  come  to  his  babe  in  the  nest,  Sil  -  ver  sails  all  out  of  the  west 
la     -     -     ther    will  come  to  his  babe,  Sil  -  ver  sails   out  of      the  west 
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Blow  him 
Un  -  der 
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the  sil 


to 
ver 


me, 
moon, 


rail,  e  dim. 


While 
Sleep 


my 
my 


lit 
lit 


tie 
tie 


one, 
one. 
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while 
sleep, 
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pret 
pret 
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it 


one 
one 


sleep 


No.  98.       STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 


Henky  Wadswokth  Longfellow. 
Slow  and  gentle. 


Isaac  B.  WoodburT. 


1.  Stars  of 

2.  Moon  of 

3.  Wind  of 

4.  Dreams  of 
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the  summer  night!  Far   in    yon  az  -  ure  deeps,  Hide,  hide  your 
the  summer  night!  Far  down  yon  western  steeps,  Sink,  sink  in 
the  summer  night!  Where  yonder  woodbine  creeps,  Fold,  fold  your 
the  summer  nighUTell  her,  her  lov  -  er  keeps  Watch,  while  in 
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golden  light!  She  sleeps!  my  lady  sleeps! 
silver  light!  She  sleeps!  my  lady  sleeps! 
pinions  light!  She  sleeps!  my  lady  sleeps! 
slumber  light!  She  sleeps!  my  lady  sleeps! 
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She  sleeps!  She  sleeps!  my  la-dy  sleeps! 
She  sleeps!  She  sleeps!  my  la-dy  sleeps! 
She  sleeps!  She  sleeps!  my  la-dy  sleeps! 
She  sleeps!  She  sleeps!  my  la-dy  sleeps! 
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Used  by  arrangement  with  Oliver  Ditson  Company. 


No.  99. 


QOD  OF  MERCY. 
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1   f  God  of 

'  l  Shine  up 
9  f  Let  the 
z'  \  Let  the 
o  J  Let  the 
6'  \  God  to 


mer-cy,  God  of  grace, Show  the  brightness  of  Thy  face;) 
on  us,  Saviour, shine,  Fill  Thy  church  with  light  divine;  J 
peo-ple  praise  Thee,  Lord;  Be  by  all  that  live  adored;! 
nations  shout  and  sing,  ,  Glo-ry  to  their  Saviour  King;  J 
peo-ple  praise  Thee,  Lord ;Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford,  ) 
man  His    blessing  give,   Man  to  God  de  -vot  -  ed  live;  J 
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And  Tny  saving  health  ex-tend  Un  -  to  earth' s  re-mot- est  end. 
At  Thy  feet  their  tributes  pay,  And  Thy  ho-ly  will  o-bey. 
All    be-low,  and  all   a-bove,  One  in  joy,  and  light,  and  love.  A -men. 
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No.  100. 


AULD  LANQ  SVNE. 


P  Slow. 


Robert  Kcrks. 


1.  Should  auld  acquaintance     be      for-got,  And    nev-er  brought  to  mind? 

2.  We    twa    ha' e  run    a  -  boot     the  braes,  And  pu'd  the     gow-ans  fine; 

3.  We    twa    ha'e  sport-ed      i'     the  burn  Frae  mornin'     sun  till  dine, 

4.  And  here's  a  hand,  my     trus  -  tyfrien',And  gie's  a     hand    o'  thine; 
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For     auld  lang 
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syne,    my   dear,     For   auld  lang 

syne; 
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Repeat  Chorus  ff. 

We'll  tak'      a  cup  o' 

kindness   yet  For 
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auld     lang  syne. 
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DIADEMATA. 
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1.  Crown  Him  with  ma  - 

2.  Crown  Him  the  Lord 

3.  Crown  Him  the  Lord 

4.  Crown  Him  the  Lord 


ny  crowns,    The  Lamb  up  -  on    His  throne 

of     love:     Be  -  hold   His  hands  and  side, 

of  peace;  Whose pow'r    a     scep-tre  sways 

of  years,    The     Po  -  ten  -  tate    of  time; 
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Hark,  how  the  heav'n-ly     an-th em  drowns  All  mu  -  sic    but    its  own: 
Eich  wounds,  yet  vis  -  i  -  ble    a-  bove,  In  beau  -  ty     glo  -  ri  -  fied: 
From  pole    to  pole,  that  wars  may  cease,  Ab-sorbed  in  pray'r  and  praise: 
Cre  -  a  -  tor    of  the  roll-  ing  spheres:  In  -  ef  -  fa  -  bly  sub  -  lime: 
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A  -  wake,  my    soul,  and     sing     Of    Him   who  died    for  thee 


No     an  -  gel 


the     sky     Can    ful   -  ly    bear    that  sight, 


His  reign  shall  know  no  end;  And  round  His  pierc  -  ed  feet 
All    hail    Re  -  deem  -  er,     hail!     For  Thou  hast   died     for  me: 


And  hail  Him  as  thy  matchless  King  Thro'  all  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
But  downward  bends  his  burning  eye    Atmys-ter-  ies  so  bright. 
Fair  flow'  rs  of  Par  -  a  -dise  ex-tend  Thier  fragrance  ev-  er  sweet. 
Thy  praise  shall  nev-er,  nev  -er  fail  Throughout  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty.  A-men, 
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No.  102.  ST.  CHRISTOPHER. 


1.  Be-neath  the  cross  of     Je  -  sus     I    fain  would  take  my  stand, 

2.  Up  -  on    that  cross  of      Je  -  sus  Mine    eye    at  times  can  see 

3.  I     take,     O  cross,  thy  shad  -  ow  For    my     a  -  bid-  ing  -  place: 
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The  shad  -  ow  of     a     might-y  Eock  With  -  in      a  wea-  ry  land; 
The    ver  -  y   dy  -  ing  form  of  One  Who     suf  -  fered  there  for  me: 
I      ask     no  oth-  er    sun-shine  than  The    sun-  shine  of  His  face; 
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A  home  with-in  the  wil-  der-  ness,  A  rest  up-  on  the  way. 
And  from  my  smit  -  ten  heart  with  tears  Two  won-  ders  I  con  -  fess. 
Con  -  tent    to  let    the  world  go    by,  To    know  no  gain  nor  loss. 
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From  the  burning  of  the  noon-tide  heat,And  the  bur-den  of  the  day. 
The  won-ders  of  His  glorious  lore  And  my  own  worthlessness. 
My    sin  -  f  ul  self  my  on-ly  shame,  My    glo  -  ry  all  the  cross.  A-  men 
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No.  103. 


HERMAS. 


1.  Golden  harps  are  sounding,  An-gel  voi-ces  ring,  Pearly  gates  are  o-  pened, 

2.  He  who  came  to  save  us,  He  who  bled  and  died,  Now  is  crowned  with  glory 

3.  Prayingfor  His  chil-dren  In  that  blessed  place,  Calling  them  to  glo  -  ry, 
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O  -pened  for  the  King:  Christ,  the  King  of  Glo-  ry,  Je  -  sus,  King  of  love, 
At  His  Father's  side.  Nev-ermore  to  suf  -  fer,  Nev  -  er  more  to  die, 
Send-ing  them  His  grace,  His  bright  home  preparing,  Faithful  ones,  for  you; 

 rlht^^^ 
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Is  gone  up  in    tri-umph  To  His  throne  above.  ^ 

Je-sus,  King  of  Glo-  ry,  Is  gone  up  on  high.  >  All  His  work  is  end  -  ed, 
Je-sus  ev  -  er  liv  -  eth,  Ev  -  er  lov  -  eth  too.  J 


Joy  -  ful-ly  we  sing;  Je-sus  hath  as-cend-  ed:  Glo-ry  to  our  King!  A-men. 


No.  104. 


ELLESDIE. 


2i9E 

1. 

2. 
3. 
4. 
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Hark !  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus  cry-ing, ' '  1  'Who  will  go  and  work  to-day  ? 
If    you  can-not  cross  the  o  -  cean,  And  the  heathen  lands  ex-  plore, 
If    you  can-not  speak  like  an-  gels,  If  you  can-not  preach  like  Paul, 
Let  none  hear  you  i  -  dly  say- ing,  "  There  is  nothing  I     can  do," 
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Fields  are  white,  and  har- vests  wait-ing;  Who 
You  can  find  the  heath-  en  near-er,  You 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Je-  sus,  You 
While  the  souls  of  men  are  dv- ins:.  And 


are  dy-  ing, 
■*- 


II  ^ 
will  bear  the  sheaves  a  -  way  ?" 
can  help  them    at  your  door, 
can  say  He     died  for  all. 
the  Mas-  ter     calls  for  you : 
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fers  free; 
ow's  mite: 


Loud  and  long  the  Mas  -  ter  call-eth,  Rich  re- ward  He  of  • 
If  you  can-not  give  your  thousands ,  You  can  give  the  wid 
If   you  can-not  rouse  the  wick-ed  With  the  judgment's  dread  a  -  larms, 

Take  the  task  He  gives  you  glad-ly,  Let  His  work  your  pleas-ure  be; 
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Who  will  answer,  gladly  say-ing,"  Here  am  I;  send  me,  send  me." 
And  the  least  you  give  for  Je-sus  Will  be  pre  -  cious  in  His  sight. 
You  can  lead  the  lit-tle  children  To  the  Sav-iour's  waiting  arms. 
An-  swer  quickly  when  He  calleth,  1 '  Here  am  I ;  send  me,  send  me. ' '  A-  men. 
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No.  105. 


LANCASHIRE. 


|.  O  broth-ers,  lift  your  voi   -    ces,   Tri-  umph-  ant  songs    to  raise; 

2.  O  Chris-tian  broth-ers,  glo  -  rious  Shall  be     the    con  -  flict's  close; 

3.  Not  un  -  to    us,  Lord  Je  -  sus,    To  Thee    all  praise     be  due, 
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Tillheav'non    high  re 
The  cross  hath  been  vie 
Whose  blood-bought  mer-cy 
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■  es,    And  earth  is 
rious,  And  shall  be 
us,    Has  freed  our 


filled  with  praise: 
o'er     its  foes: 
breth-  ren  too. 


It 
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Ten  thou-sand  hearts  are  bound-ing  With  ho  -  ly    hopes  and  free; 
Faith     is  our  bat  -  tie  -  tok  -  en;  Our  Lead  -  er      all     con  -  trols; 
Not     un-lo     us:  in     glo  -  ry    The    an  -  gels  catch  the  strain 
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The  gos  -  pel  trump  is  sound  -  ing,  The  trump  of    ju  -  bi 
Our  troph-ies,  fet-ters  brok  -  en;  Our  captives,  ransomed  souls. 
And  cast  their  crowns  be-fore  Thee  Ex  -  ult  -  ing  -  ly     a  -  gain.    A  -  men. 


No.  106 


1.  We  give  Thee    but  Thine  own,  What-e'er   the    gift  may  be: 

2.  May  we    Thy  boun-ties    thus    As  stew-ards  true     re  -  ceive 

3.  To  com  -  fort   and     to    bless,    To  find     a    balm   for     woe, ' 
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All  that  we  have  is  Thine  a-lone,  A  trust,  O  Lord  from  Thee. 
And  glad-ly,  as  Thou  blessest  us,  To  Thee  our  first-fruits  give. 
To  tend  the  lone  and  fa-ther-less,  Is   an- gels' work  be  -  low!  A-men. 
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No.  J  07.         A  Morning  Thanksgiving. 


Selected. 
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Arr.  by  S.  B.  Stambauqh, 
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and  shel  -  tei 
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For   this  new  morn-  ing  with    its  light,  For  rest    and  shel  -  ter 


of     the  night,   For    health  and  food,   for     love    and  friends,  For 
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ev  -  'ry-thingHis    good  ness  sends,  We  thank  Thee  Heav'nly  Fa  -  ther. 
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No.  108. 


KEDRON. 
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1.  No,      not  de  -  spair  -  ing  -  ly  Come       I  to  Thee; 

2.  Lord,      I  con  -  fess  to      Thee  Sad  -    ly  my  sin; 

3.  Faith  -  ful  and     just  art     Thou  For  -   giv  -  ing  all; 

4.  Then      all        is     peace  and     light  This       soul  with  -  in; 


4— ©>- 


z=t==t: 


m 


Ped. 


fir- 


No 


not 


dis  -  trust  -  ing 


^— ^zz^-ziJzzgrzzJ 

 *  f— £?  


Bend 


I 


the 


knee: 


All  I  am  tell  I  Thee,  All  I  have  been: 
Lov  -  ing  and  kind  art  Thou  When  poor  ones  call: 
Thus     shall     I       walk     with  Thee,      The     loved     Un  -  seen; 
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Sin  hath 

Purge  Thou 

Lord,  let 
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sin         a  - 
cleans  -  ing 
Thee,  my 
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me, 
way, 
blood, 
God, 


Yet  is  this 

Wash  Thou  my 

Blood  of  the 

Guid  -    ed  a 
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still 
soul 
lamb 
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this 
of 
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plea, 
day, 
God, 
road, 

Je 

Lord 
Pass 
JSToth 

sus 
make 
o'er 
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hath 
me 
my 
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died, 
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soul, 
tween. 

A  - 

men. 

No.  109. 


THE  HYMN  TO  JOY. 
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1.  Take  me,   O  ray  Fa  -  ther,  take  me;  Take  me,  save  me,  thro'  Thy  Son; 

2.  Fruit-less  years  with  grief  re-call -ing,  Hum-bly    I  con  -  fess  my  sin-' 

3.  Once  the  world's  Kedeem-er,  dy  -ing,  Bore  our  sins  up- on    the  tree'- 
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That  which  Thou  wouldst  have  me,  make  me,  Let  Thy  will  in     me    be  done. 
At   Thy  feet,  O    Fa-  ther,  fall-  ing,  To  Thy  house-hold  take  me  in. 
On   that  sac  -  ri  -fice  re  -  ly  -  ing,  Now  I   look    in  hope    to  Thee: 
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Long  from  Thee  my  foot  -steps  straying,  Thorny  proved  the  way  I  trod; 
Free  -  ly  now  to  Thee  I  prof-  fer  This  re  -  lent-  ing  heart  of  mine'; 
Fa-  ther,  take  me;  all    for-giv  -  ing,  Fold  me   to  Thy   lov  -  ing  breast; 
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Wea-ry  come  I  now,  and  praying,  Take  me  to  Thy  love,  my  God. 
Free-ly  life  and  soul  I    of  -  fer,  Gift  un-worth-  y  love  like  Thine. 
In  Thy  love  for-ev  -  er  liv-  ing  I  must  be    for  -ev  -  er  blest.  A-men. 
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No.  110. 


CONSTANCE. 
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1.  I'  ve  found  a  Friend  ;0  such    a  Friend!  He  loved  me  ere    I    knew  Him; 

2.  I've  found  a  Friend;  O  such    a  Friend!  He  bled,  He  died  to     save  me; 

3.  I've  found  a  Friend;  O  such    a  Friend,  So  kind  and  true  and  ten  -  der! 
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He  drew  me  with  the 
And  not     a-  lone  the 
So  wise    a  Coun-  sel 
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cords  of  love,  And  thus  He  bound  me   to  Him; 
gift     of  life,  But  His  own  self  He  gave  me. 
or    and  Guide,  So  mighty    a  De-fend-er! 

Sill. 
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And  round  my  heart  still  close-  ly  twine  Those  ties  which  naught  can  sev-er, 
Naught  that  I  have  mine  own  I'll  call,  I'll  hold  it  for  the  Giver; 
From  Him  who  loves  me  now  so  well  What  pow'r  my  soul  shall  sev-er? 
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For  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine,  For-ev-  er  and  for-  ev-  er. 
My  heart,  my  strength,  my  life,  myall,  Are  His,  and  His  forever. 
Shall  life  or  death,  shall  earth  or  hell?  No:  I  am  His  for  ev-  er. 
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A  -  men. 
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No.  111. 


AMSTERDAM. 


1.  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings,  Thy  bet  -  ter  por  -  tion  trace; 

2.  Eiv  -  ers     to     the    o  -  cean  run,  Nor  stay  in  all  their  course; 

3.  Cease,  ye    pil  -  grims,  cease  to  mourn,  Press  onward  to     the  prize; 
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Eise  from  trans  -  i    -  to  -  ry  things  T' wards  heav'n,thy  na  -  tive  place. 
Fire  as-  cend  -  ing  seeks  the  sun  ;  Both  speed  them  to    their  source: 
Soon  our  Sav  -  iour   will    re  -  turn  Tri  -  umph-ant    in      the  skies: 
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Sun  and  moon  and  stars    de  -  cay,  Time  shall  soon  this  earth  re- move; 

So  my  soul,  de  -  rived  from  God,  Pants  to    view  His  glo-  rious  face, 

Yet  a     sea- son,  and    you  know  Hap  -  py    en- trance  will  be  giv'n, 
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Pise,  my  soul,  and  haste  a  -  way  To  seats  pre-pared  a  -  bove. 
For  ward  tends  to  His  a  -  bode,  To  rest  in  His  em-brace. 
All    our  sor- rows  left  be  -  low,  And  earth  exchanged  for  heav'n. 
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No.  112. 


MATERNA, 
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1.  0     Moth-er  dear,  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  When  shall  I  come  to  Thee? 

2.  Thy  walls  are  made  of  precious  stones,  Thy  bulwarks  diamonds  square; 
3-  Tny    gardens  and  Thy  gal-lant  walk  Con-tin  -  ual  -  ly     are  green, 
4.  There,  trees  from  ev  -  er-more  bear  fruit,  And  ev  -  er-more   do  spring; 

JB-  .0., 


When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end  ?  Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 

Thy  gates  are  of    right  o  -  rient  pearl,  Ex-ceed-ing  rich  and  rare. 

There  grow  such  sweet  and  pleasant  flowers  As  nowhere  else  are  seen. 

There,  ev  -  er-more  the  an  -  gels  sit,  And  ev  -  er-more    do  sing. 


O     hap-py  har-bor    of     the  saints!  O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil! 
Thy  tur  -  rets  and  thy    pin  -  na  -  cles  With  car-bun-cles    do  shine; 
Quite  thro' the  streets,  with  sil-ver  sound,  The  flood  of    life  doth  flow; 
Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  my    hap  -  py  home,  Would  God  I  were  in  Thee! 
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In  Thee    no  sorrow  may  be  found,  No  grief,  no  care,  no  toil. 
Thy  ver  -  y  streets  are  paved  with  gold.  Surpassing  clear  and  fine. 

Up-on  whose  banks  on  eve  -  ry  side  The  woods  of  life  doth  grow. 
Would  God  my  woes  were  at  an  end,  Thy  joys  that  I  might  see!  A 


men. 


No.  113.  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 


Gregorian. 


=1  =1 

1  1 

1.  Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed      be     Thy  Name, 

2.  Give  us  this  day    our      dai  -  ly  bread; 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation  but  de  -  liv  -  er       us  from  evil; 
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earth  as  it    is    in  heaven; 
we  for  -  srive  our  debtors: 


Thy  kingdom  come;  Thy  will  be  done  in 
And  forgive  us  our  debts,  as 
For  Thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for- ev-er  A      -  men. 
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No.  114. 


SWEET  STORY. 


J.  Ltjke,  1841. 


English. 


1.  I          think  when    I      read  that  sweet  sto  -  ry      of     old,  When 

2.  I          wish    that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on     my  head,  That  His 

-  And 


Je  -  sus  was    here     a-  mong  men,  How  He  called  lit  -  tie  chil-  dren  as 
arm  had  been  thrown  a-  round  me,    And  that    I  might  have  seen  His  kind 
ask    for    a     share     of  His  love;  And    if      I       thus     earn  -  est  -  ly 


lambs  to  His  fold,    I  should  like     to  have  been  with  them  then. 

look  when  He  said,  "Let  the  lit- tie    ones    come  un- to  Me." 

seek  Him  be-low,    I  shall  see  Him  and     hear  Him  a  -  bove.      A  -  men. 


No.  115. 


GLAD  SUMMER. 


Lizzie  DkArmond. 
Unison. 


Adam  Geibel. 

U — — l- 


1.  Beau-ti  -  f  ul  days,  bright  with  His  praise,  Sent  by  the  Lord  from  a-bove ; 

2.  Hap-py  the  song,    float-ing  a-long     Up  to  the  skies  deeply  blue;. 

3.  Summer  is  here,     sea-son  so  dear,    Sunshine  il  -  lu-mines  the  land;. 


-S-, 


:3— 


-<•• 

jciz^Xj  ,  rJ- 


£e3EE^ 


feEEF^ 


Thro'  the  long  hours,  sunbeams  and  flow' rs  Tell  of  Hisin-fin  -  ite  love  

Nature' s  sweet  call  rings  o  -  ver  all,  "  Praise  to  the  Father  so  true ! "  

In  ev- '  ry  place  blessings  we  trace,  G  ifts  from  His  bountiful  hand  


55 


Chorus. 


I  I 


S  plfcta-*  1 


Sum 


£=z|=l»=:bi: 
c=rt=£=tz 


nier,  glad  sum  -    mer,      Beau-  ti  -  f ul  days  so  fair, 

mm 


j — I — 1_ 


--!  !- 


-- — *— tjflj- 

Sum   -  mer,  glad  sum   -  mer,      Lif e, light  and  love,ev-'ry- where. 


3BE 


I     I  !  I 


J  1  1. 


Sum    -  mer,  glad  sum    -     mer,    Beau-  ti  -  f ul  days  so  fair, 


:t=t= 


rff  ?tt 


i  1 1    1 1  „  

Sum    -  mer,  glad  sum  -  mer,         Life,  light  and  love  ev-'ry- where. 
)  i  )  .  -«•- 


m 
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No.  116. 


Lizzie  DeAemond. 
„  ,  Unison. 


CHEERILY  SINGING. 

Harmony. 


Adam  Geibel. 

h  .  Unison, 
rt  


1.  Joy  -fully  ringing  o'  er  hill  and  dale,  Clear  and  strong,  clear  and  strong,  Beautiful 

2.  Home  from  the  summer  of  peace  and  rest,  Glad  and  free,  glad  and  free,  Coming  dear 

3.  Sunshine  is  gleaming  a-long  the  way,  Gold-  en  light,  golden  light;  Blessings  our 


rarmony.  | 

.  1*  ^  ' 

 "3— - — «- — — p — i —  1 

 m 

%)  '9 

— ' 

Saviour,  with  willing  hearts,  Keady  to  work  for  Thee,  Yes!  ready  to  work  for  Thee. 
Father  doth  send  each  day,  Making  the  world  so  bright,  Yes !  making  the  world  so  bright. 


±±z 


Chorus. 
Cheer 


i  -  ly  sing 


ing    the    glad  notes  are  ring 


mg, 


cheer- i  -  ly  sing, 


Cheer-i-  ly  sing, 


cheer-  i-  ly  sing,      cheer-  i  -  ly  sing, 


-t-» — r 


o 


C~  g  5  5  * 

O  -  ver  the  world 


ver  the  world,   as  they  march,  march  on  their  way; 


o-  ver  the  world,  as  they  march,  they  march  on  their  way; 


Joy 


ous-  ly  swell 
N  J__ 


ing,  their  mu 

I 

 ttz 


sic  is  tell 


— J- 


Joy-ous-ly  swell, 

'—fH—pK  :. 


joy-ous-ly  swell,      joy-ous-ly  swell, 
*  •  *  *   *  feg-ftrrS 


joy-ous-ly  swell, 


t» — 1^— CP- 


Work 


ers  for  Je 


sus, 


st  -  d~  !~r— !-    N  S—  Is — >— 1*  k  

5-5-^-5-^  ^-i-^-J-^ 


I  "1 


Work  -ers  for  Je-  sus,     work-ers  for  Je-  sus,  they  ral-ly,  they  ral-ly    to-  day. 


Copyright,  1901,  by  Guibel  &  Lehman.    By  permission  of  Adam  Geibel  Music  Co.,  owners  of  Copyright. 


o.  117.      WE  MEET  AGAIN  TO=NIGHT,  FRIENDS. 


W.  H. 


With  spirit  and  with  swinging  rythm. 

I       rv    I       h      I  ! 


Yale  Songs. 


 h. 


1.  We  meet  again  to-night, friends, With  mirth  and  song;    Let  mel-o-dy  flow, 

2.  Where  hand  to  hand  it's  greeting  So  kind-ly    gives,      Let  mel-o-dy  flow, 


=3=3 


Let  melody  flow, 


__1  1  1  .  jtn — ju — a.- 


5*-  5t 


n    a  k    U»  fc*  I*  j      U  w 

Where-ev-er  we  go,   We  dwell  in  friendship  ev  -  er    so  true  and  strong, 

Where-ev-er  we  go  Where  hope  is  nev- er    dy  -  ing,  and  friendship  lives, 

Where-ev-er  we  go, 


-i^ — h — r* — i^- 


l  Chorus. 


t? — I  tf-T  tP" 

 We'll  laugh  and  sing, and  merry  be.And 

beat.  *  We'll  laugh        and  sing   And 


And  sor-  row  nev  -  er  know. 
True  hearts  will  ev  -  er  Omit 


— -pri — u»-Lr — — ^-"i — — t^-T — t*-r 


-1—4- 


— i — — » — r — p~i — s? — i — i — 6?- 

mer-ry  be, to-night, my  friends.We'll  laugh  and  sing, and  merry  be,  And  merry  be,  to  -  night, 
mer-ry  be,    to  -  night,...  With  never  a  sor-row  near,  friends,     nev-er  a  fall- ing  tear; 


-w— ,  ^— f  p   r — 6?  n  Cr 

We'll  laugh  and  sing  and  mer-ry  be,  And  mer- ry  be  to-night,my  friends,  And  merry  be,  and 
We'll     laugh          and  sing   And  mer- ry  be   to  -  night  With  never  a  sor-row 


mer  -  ry  be,  and  mer  -  ry  be, 
near,    friends,      mer  -  ry  be, 


*  r- 

Welcome  the  time, my  friends  we  meet  a  -  gain. 


- 

*  The  ?d.  Alto  part  should  be  made  prominent  in  the  Chorus. 
Amnjted  bv  T.  L.  G. 


No.  U8. 


The  Swing, 


Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

With  motion. 


i 


SB 


W.  W.  Gilchrist. 


m 


1.  How  do  you  like    to    go     up    in    a  swing, 

2.  Up    in  the  air     and        o  -  ver  the  wall, 

3.  Till  I  look  down  on  the    gar    -    den  green, 

i  i 


,  -£U 


U  1«M 


3=4 


i 


Up  in  the  air  so  blue? 
Till  I  can  see  so  wide, 
Down  on   the  roof     so  brown, 


O!     I     do     think  it's  the 
Eiv  -  ers  and    trees,  and 
Up     in    the    air     I  go 


i 


pleas-ant  -  est    thing,          Ev  -  er     a    child  can  do, 

cas  -  tie    and    all   O  -  ver  the  coun  -  try  side, 

fly  -  ing     a  -  gain   Up     in    the  air    and  down, 


r  y— r— fc  Phr?* 
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The  Swing;. — Concluded. 

9   9  - 


.f5L 


I 


Ev  -  er  a  child  can  do. 
0  -  ver  the  country  side. 
Up    in  the  air    and  down. 


1 


(Humming  with  lips  closed.) 


4—4 


2s£  and  #cZ.  I    -LasZ  time. 


i  i  i  m«am  rfii  m,  

— «— «— a— g—p*  g~^i-  -^f^-M-tp-g— — —  — -jHJ 


i 


r-  V  f-  
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No.  J  J  9. 

Lucy  Larcom. 

J  =  92. 


Tiny  Little  Snowflakes. 


Old  Melody. 


m 


4: 


_h — iJ<=4  ,  1— 

-a-   -m-    -e-  -m- 


-•- 

1.  Ti-  ny  lit- tie  snowflakes,  In    the  air    so    high,    Are  you  lit  -  tie 

2.  Whirling  on  the  side- walk,  Danc-ing  in  the  street,  Kiss- ing  all  the 
 -  I  I   h     is  N  N 


m 


15 


v       -#-  -a-    .%.  -C 

an  -  gels  Float- ing 

fac  -  es  Of  the 

 1         !  N  fs 


4=4 


-<s>- 


in    the     sky  ?  Robed  so  white  and  spot  -  less 

Refrain,  pp  Tra    la  la     la  la  la, 

chil-  dren  sweet  ;   Load  ing  all    the  house-  tops, 

;  ; ;   i:  s  «  «  .»  •  « 


mm 


h2: 


— pv — fv_ 


is — *~  u  - 


Fly-ing  like  a  dove, 

Tra  la    la    la  la, 

Powd  ring  all  the  trees. 
-P_  -9.  .9.  HP. 

 *  is  fc  h 


-K2- 


Are  you  lit-  tie  creatures  From  the  world  a-bove  ? 
Are  you  lit-  tie  creatures  From  the  world  a-bove  ? 
Cunning  lit-  tie  snowflakes,  Lit-  tie  bus-  v  bees. 

— »— p— th  1  1  ^^a-f-p — i — — i  <sa— 4 


i 


No.  120. 

Wm.  C.  Dix. 


W.  Yi.  Gilchrist. 


Alleluia* 

1.  Al-le- lu- ia  !  Sing  to    Je  -  sus!   His  the  sceptre, His  the  throne; 

2.  Al-le-  lu-  ia  !  Bread  of  an   -  gels,  Thou  on  earth  our  Lord  and  Stay; 


Tempo  di  Marcia. 

*L  J 


v.  I 


£ — — N — \— I- 


— — 3 — F— F~ — i — ^  F^a — t — \  §  1 


1    1/1  JLf  &  * 

Al- le-lu  -  ia  !  His  the  tri- umph,  His  the  vie' try, His  a  -  lone; 
Al-  le-lu  -  ia  !  Here  the  sin  -  ful      Flee  to  Thee  from  day  to  day; 


A-t- 


-A-i- 


Hark  the  song  of  peaceful  Zi  -  on,    Thou  art  like  a  migh-ty  flood, 
In-  tercessor,  friend  of  sin  -  ners,  Earth's  Kedeemer, plead  for  me,' 


-j  ,— -I- 


3  ^rq~i-p~j 


— ■ — « — i- 


Ped. 


72- 


^9  #- 


1  1  ,-L 
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ill 


Alleluia* — Concluded. 


-+—  Pv-J 


Jesus  out  of  ev-  'ry  na 
When  the  songs  of  all  the  sin 


tion 

less 


Hath  redeemed  us  by  His  blood. 
Sweep  across  the  crystal  sea. 


h— n-r  FTU-J-, 


-1-^ — ■ 


2V«£.  Unison.  / 


i 


-f2- 


Al  -  le-  lu  -  ia  !  His   the  triumph,  His  the  vie  -  to  -  ry     a  -  lone, 


e«  *  '#        '   . 


->  -5- 


— *  V-  -J.  . 

Marcato  il  basso.' 


J — L 


— 0 — e — h 


±z= t 


35 


1 


i 


Al  -  le-  lu  -  ia  !  His    the  triumph, His    the  vie-' try,  His    a-  lone. 


-JS3KS 


i.ca^r"-1 


— 0— 19— 0-^- 


I         I  I 

3 


f-Ped. 


-i — h  — *i — « — • 
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r 


31 


No,  12U 


The  Light  of  Learning, 


Dedicated  to  the  N.  E.  A.  Cleveland,  1908. 


William  Ganson  Rose. 


Albert  Rees  Davis. 


1.  "Let  there  be  light,"  the  Master  said;  The  sun    a-rose;  the  shadows  fled; 

2.  To  dark-est  climes  the  light  hath  spread,  Andfrom  their  gloom  the  tribesareled; 


( 


BEiE 


_ — e     ff^ef^e — p_  fa — »  f-._ 


:p=zp: 


So  now  the  darkness  takes  its  flight  When  Learning  holds  a-  loft  her  light; 
The  voice  of  Truth,  in  soar-  ing  tone,  O'er-throws  the  heathen  gods  of  stone. 


i 


—  r  |  | 


5= 


And 'neath  that  pure  and  stead-y  ray  The  na-tions  keep  their  up-ward  way, 
WhereKnowledgewalkstheblossomsrise;The  earth  gives  up  its    rich-est  prize; 


=N== 


J?.M*',M 


rr 


3 


-*  *  ft 


And  with  the  pow'r  the  light  doth  give, They  live  to  learn  and  learn  to  live. 
And  man,  set  free  from  chains  that  bind,  Proclaims  the  brother-hood  of  Mind. 

-I  — M— 4~,--j — -i— j  


in 
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Chorus. 


The  Light  of  Learning* — Concluded* 


=t=t 


4=4- 


March-ing  ev  -  er     stead-  i 
4  1  1 


ly       'Neath  the  bless-ed  light, 


^  ^f-^f  stef^.sf 

 #  !  a  1— "-i  !  0  !— C-L—  a— "I  ~-  »— L.«— _  "~-  +  J 


*  -  3r 


Lift-ing   up    hu  -  man  -  i  -  ty.. 

1—4—4 


ft 


Set-  ting  it     a  -  right, 


I — i— ■— I — j — I — |— rn — I — I — — p  1 


j — =H — — ^r-^-  — hi  ji  q — |-« — 3  1 


if 


Reach-ing  out    a     help-  ing  hand,      Mak-  ing  clear  the  way 


-A-  1  1  1  4— p- 1  1  — -i  r— |  1  \—J—v-  

y  *  fff  aj— ^ — r-#  m  1-  .  tf»  w — i— N  ' — 0  

i  EpL_» — g — - — p—  "jLz=i==t=z:  =iz=lz==i=te£i==fct===: 
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 <5 

That's  the     no  -  ble 

mis  -  sion     of  The 

N. 

E. 

> — ■■ 
A. 

No.  122. 


Dear  Little  Shamrock. 


Andrew  Cherry. 


1.  There's  a  dear    lit  tle  plant  that  grows  in  our  Isle, 'Twas  Saint  Patrick  him- 

2.  That     dear    lit-tle  plant  still  grows  in  our  land,  Fresh  and  fair  as  the 

3.  That     dear    lit-tle  plant  that  springs  from  our  soil,  When  its  three  lit- tie 


i 


3^- 


_fV — vp  0J 


-j — j»— j»- 


-i — r 


-<?-€■ 


1-1- 


Ml 


-•—pi— 3= 


self  sure  that  set    it;   And  the  sun    on    his    la  -  bor  with 

daughters   of   E  -  rin;   Whose  smiles  can    be-witch,  and  whose 

leaves  are  ex-tend  -  ed;   De    -    notes  from  the  stalk  we      to - 


-h — i  


:=|: 


pleas-ure  did  smile,  And  with  dew  from  his  eye  oft- en  wet  it  

eyes  can  com-mand,  In  each  cli-mate  they  ev  -  er  ap-  pear  in  

geth  -  er  should  toil,  And  ourselves  by  ourselves  be  be-friend-  ed  


— — Pr 


Dea*  Little  Shamrocks — Concluded. 


CT=q=z=ivzqv:r: 


I  ;l 


It  shines  thro'  the  bog, 

For  they  shine  thro'  the  hog, 
And         still    thro'  the  bog, 


thro'  the  brake,  and  the  mire-  land, 
thro'  the  brake,  and  the  mire-  land, 
thro'  the  brake,  and    the    mire-  land, 


(i 


1 1 


i — i-- 


*  * 
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And  He  called  it  the  dear  lit  -  tie 
Just  like  their  own  dear  lit  -  tie 
From  one  root  should  branch  like  the 
K 


Sham-  rock  of  Ire  -  land. 
Sham-  rock  of  Ire  -  land. 
Sham-  rock     of     Ire  -  land. 


:=|: 


-i — I  1—, 


Eefrain. 


SEEEd: 


-N-4 


The   dear     lit  -  tie  Sham-  rock,  the  sweet 


m 


e—0 


lit  -  tie  Sham-  rock, 


PS 


1 


tr — r 

The  dear     lit-tle  sweet 

.4 


f\  l 


--I-U 


lit-tle  Shamrock  of  Ire- 

4—4- 


land. 


of  Ire-land. 


r    ..       i     in.  i 
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No.  123.  Whist!  Me  Lanty. 

D.  K.  Stevens.  (An  Irish  Sleep  Song.)      George  Lowell  Tract. 

Allegretto. 


( 


fit 


1.  Where  are  ye  go-  in', me 

2.  When  in  the  mornin' ,  me 


brave  gossoon  ?  ( Whist !  me  baby  Lanty ! )  Off  with  the  pixies  to  find  the  moon  ? 
brave  gossoon  ?  ( Whist !  me  baby  Lanty  ! )  F 11  look  in  the  sky  an'  I'  11  see  no  moon, 


&    r      -i:  i:  ±-.  — ' 


-a — 


3 


1 — — 


A  fV 


-W  + 


( Whist !  me  Lanty  Boy  !  )High  up  on  a  tree  where  the  grass  is  blue, Since  ever  yer 
(Whist !  me  Lanty  Boy  !)I'llknow  that  me  Lanty  has  clim'd  the  tree,  An'  given  a 


tr  jrr*  |.:       jg  :  "-Jr. —  *^t:\tr.  

.      -0- "  -<?-  •  •      -#-  •      -a>-  • 

'i  _  _  J 


— h       H  I, 


— W 


N  


IS 


mother  was  born,  it  grew  ;  An'  long  it  is  wait-  in', me  Lan-  ty,for  you. 
brave  little  shake, d'ye  see  ?  An'  he's  bringin'  the  moon  in  his  pocket  for  me. 
 r  :  1 — I  =^£3^     1  ' 
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Whist!  Me  Lanty*— Concluded* 

 .   Refrain. 


(Whist !  me  Lanty  Boy  !) 


Holow  !  Heigho  !  Lanty  Lad  !  When  will  ye  start, me 
I 


— 0—1 — i — 

 Sri — a 


a  — 


w— h- 


;h  .  i-4 


-tr-N 


Lan-ty  ?  Holow  !  Heigho  !  Lanty  Lad  !  Pulse  o'  me  heart,  me  Lanty. 


-Jt& — J— — ^Sjd— — 4g— - —  N — r~F~ 


~N — 
— i  


Ooow  pp  {After  2d  Verse. 


Hum-m 


1 


3* 
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r 


1 
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Hum-m 


ppp 


ted  mrf£j 
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No*  124*         Christmas  Banners  Waving* 


Lizzie  DbAemond. 


Wm.  J.  Post. 


1.  With  our  Christmas  ban-ners  wav-  ing, 
%  March-ing  ou  with  hap  -  py  foot-steps, 
3.  With  our  Christmas  ban-ners  wav-  ing, 


On  this  hap  -  py,  bap  -  py 
We  will  haste  the  Christ  to 
We  will  seek  the  roy  -  al 


day, 
greet, 
shrine, 


*  *  * 


Smg-mg  songs    of  grate  -  ful      prais  -  es,        We  are 
Lay  the  wealth  of     all     our      treas  ures,      Down  be  • 
Kneel  in     low  -  ly      ad  -   o    -     ra  -  tion        To  the 


V  ti  V 


march-ing  on  our  way, 
fore  His  sin  -  less  feet, 
Lord    of    Lords  di   -  vine, 


Ev  -  'ry    hill    and    loft  -  y 
Let  the    bar  -  ren    dps  -  erts 
Thro'  the  vault  -  ed  domes  of 


mount  ain 
bios-  som, 
heav  -  en. 


Ech-oes    back   the    joy  -  ful 
And  the  watch-  men    lift  their 
0'«r  the  tremb-ling  aisles  of 


lay, 

voice, 
earth, 


All   ere  - 
From  the 
Rings  the 


mFuiZB0X^g%^JsT^Chlistm,>s  Service'  pMisbei  by  M"s">  °°- 
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Christmas  Banners  Waving. 


-Concluded. 


If  rr    -    -    -  V 

a-tion  sings,  for  the  King  of  Kings,  Comes  to  earth,  this  wondrousday. 
laud  of  light  shines  the  Day-Star  bright,  Making  ev'ry  heart  re  -  joice. 
glo-ry  song  of  the  an-gel  throng,  "  Hail,all  hail, Messiah's  birth!  " 


Chorus. 


With  our  Christmas  banners  waving,     Let  us  haste  to  greet  the  Kin< 


1^1  uj  u  u        y^***^  Uj  uj    uj  * 


i  ■  1  i 

Hearts  of  love  as  myrrh  and  in  -  cense,   To  the  infant  Christ  we  bring, 


p-I  -1—4— J 

*  S  «  ? 

L#  

 h  

-Tg-4 

Marching  on  while  bells  are  ring-ing      In   a  glad  triumphant  chime, 


W  UJ  Ui 


-  U>  ^ 


-fl— — I— I 
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We  will  give  a  cheer  for  this  day  so  dear, 'Tis the  blessed  Christmastime. 


8  Si 


$34 
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No.  125.         The  West  Virginia  Hills. 

Mrs.  Ellen  King. 

H.  E.  Engle. 


4=g 


#=t= 


=fc=fc 


Where  T  "™?-™**"  »»*»>ea  to  glo  -  ry,  Like  oar  Prince  Imman-nel'sland! 
Vul  a.  ■  '  ™  wanderd  lone-  ly,  And  the    fu-ture  tried   to  cast 

In  mv  hoT;mhtSPOin]"fld  Sky"Ward  T°  the  Great  Al  might-y-iTnd! 
in    my  home    be-yond  the  mountains  I   shall    ev  -  er  dream  of  yon- 


"S-S  ^time  "5  fig  ^  -  ^S^S 


ft      j\   ^    ,         ■>  <S       K  ^ 


En?    w       °nCe m°re  Wlth l0Ved  ones  0n  those  West  Vir-gin  -  ia  hills? 

Rnt  Z T.rD  "  Dy  Werem?  day-dreams  On  those  West  Virgin  -  .a  hills' 

T  +-ng"f  ^    ^  D°  "  ticed  In  those  W™*>  Vir-gin  -  ia  h  l  s» 

,      I    shall  still    be-hold  the  vis -ion  Of  those  West  Virgin  -  ia  hills'' 

m  r    f  if*  f.  f  -  f  f  ■  fi  %  :  > 
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The  "West  Virginia  Hills. — Concluded. 


Chorus. 


-? 


O      the   hills,  beau  -ti  -  ful  hills, 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful  hills,  beau  -  ti  -  ful  hills, 


mm 


— if  1/  1/  1 
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How     I     love  those  West  Vir  -  gin  - 


hills: 


beau  -  ti  -  ful  hills 


m 
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If  o'er 

3ea    or  land 

i 

roam 

Still 

I'll  think 

of  hap  - 

py  home, 
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No.  126. 


Loch  Lomond. 


1.  By 

2.  I 

3.  The 

 #_ 


yon  bon 
mind  where 
wee     bird  -  ies 


nie  banks 
we   pairt  -  ed 
sing,  an' 


and 
in 
the 


yon 
yon 
wild 


bon  -  nie  braes, 
shad  -  y  glen, 
flow  -  ers  spring, 


i 


4 


V  * 

Where  the 

On  the 

An'  in 


sun        shines    bright      on     Loch      Lo  -  mond; 
steep,       steep        side        o'      Ben       Lo  -  mond; 
sun  -  shine  the     wa   -    ters     are      sleep   -  in'; 


*=J=FJ==£=£=fc 


m 


Oh, 
"Where 
But 


we  twa  ha' e  passed  sae  mo  -  ny  blithe  -  some  days, 
in  pur  -  pie  hue  the  high -land  hills  we  view, 
the     bro  -  ken  heart       it       seeks  nae    sec  -  ond  spring, 


On  the  bon  -  nie,  bon-  nie  banks  o'  Loch  Lo  -  mond. 
An'     the      morn  shines      out      frae    the     gloam  -  in'. 

An'     the      world       does   na     ken      how  we're    greet  -  in'.* 


 &  6/  «  1— j  ■ 

*  Crying. 


Loch  Lomond. — Concluded. 


Chorus. 


i 

Oh!  ye' 11    tak'    the  high    road,  and    I'll  tak'    the  low  road, 


m 


-«- 


» .',  X  vi—zl  r  - y— J.  ... »N  '    . .| 


I 


3— «- 


On      the     bon-nie,    bon-nie  banks     o'   Loch     Lo     -  mond. 


mm 


Slumber  Song. 

Words  and  music  by  H.  R.  Palmer. 


1.  Gen  -  tly  my 

2.  Smile  thou,  my 

3.  Fa  -  ther  in 


m 


i      r  ^2- 


ba  -  by,  1  11  sing  thee  to  sleep,  Then  qui  -  et  -  ly,  peace-ful  -  ly 
dar- ling  oh  smile  in  thy  sleep,  The  an  -  gels  are  whispering  to 
heav-en,thou'lt  watch  o'er  me    too,        As     I     am  now    watching  my 


/TV 

,  1  .  

fNr— 

CsL-  

=4— q 

'  I     I  i- 
— # — »- 

 1  

 J 

-  i — i 

slum 
ba 
ba 


ber; 
by; 
by; 


Sweet-est,  thy  moth-er  will  lov  -  ing  watch 
Won-  der-  ful  sto  -  ries  in  dreamland  they 
Guard  me,  and  shield  me,  life's  rough  jour-ney 


3 

t)            •       9  • 

t*  W  m 

BL-|_»=HL_| 
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Slumber  Song. — Concluded. 


keep;  Then  qui  -  et  -  ly,  peace  -  ful  -  ly  slum  -  ber. 
keep;  Which  ser  -  aphs  are  whis-p'ring  to  ba  by. 
through,   As      I      am     now  shield-  ing     my     ba      -  by. 


-©>- 


Chorus. 
Sleep,  dar-ling,  sleep, 


Sleep,ba  -  by,  sleep, 


Qui-  et  -  ly, 


j 

1" 

44^ 
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— #     *  F 

1  1  1 

iii       *  * 

Sleep, dar-ling,  sleep 
Tenor  and  Bass.^b. 


HI 
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Sleep,  ba  -  by,  sleep, 


-I  h 


peace-ful  -  ly  slum 


ber;       Sleep,  dar-  ling  sleep, 

i 


:q=*: 


— r 


'  r  t 

Peace-ful  -  ly,    Sleep, dar  -  ling,  sleep; 


Sleep,  dar-ling, 


g 


r  r  r 


fTTT 


r — t — I- 


by,  sleep, 

I 


Qui  -  et  -  ly,    peace-ful  -  ly 

j  rit.  Repeat  pp  ad  lib. 


FTP 


sleep, 


1| 


Sleep,  ba  -  by,  sleep, 

-f— g-rf— 


] 


Peaceful -  ly      slum  -  ber. 


I  I 


K  ! 
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No.  128. 

Nellie  A.  Davidson. 
J  =112. 


Lord  of  the  Harvest. 


H.  W.  Porter. 


1.  Lord  of  the  Harvest,  hear  our  praise  For  the  fields  of   ripened  grain; 

2.  Lord  of  the  Harvest,  hear  our  song,  Of  thanksgiving  for  Thy  care; 

JUL 


I  I 


mm 


J2- 


Un  -  to  Thee  our  thanks  we  raise, For  the  sun-shine  and  the  rain. 
Na-ture's  voic-  es  praise  pro-long, Love  is  shin  -  ing    ev  -'ry-where. 


f 


s 


1  f—^S-l-T*-^3 


1  T 
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All  the  year  Thy  hand  hath  blest,  Rich  a  -  bundance  Thou  hast  giv'n; 
Sum-mer's  heat  nor  win-ter's  hail,  Seed  -  time  nor  the  har- vest  fair, 


1 


t 


3=3*=*==* 


v  i  i 


x  i 

Thank  Thee  for  the  toil  and  rest,  Sweet  re-fresh-ing  sent  from  heav'n. 
Day     or  night  shall  ev  -  er   fail;  All  proclaim  Thy  thoughtful  care. 


1 — i- 
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Lord  of  the  Harvest* — Concluded 

Hefrain.  * 


-ps — fe— i — i- 
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Praise,  praise,    praise,       To  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest  be; 

j  i  4     4  ill 


r 


f 


■r 


Praise,  praise,   praise,       For  the  bless- ings  He  giv  -  eth  thee, 

1  1   111     4.     1  111 


§§111111 


3=t 


-74- 


£4 


God 


is  love, 
-#L       -J-      -J-  -J-  -J- 

ELrg  r±ze= 


This  the  theme    of     the  song    we  raise; 


r 


Parts. 


1  


<#  i — «  


If  Ml 
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He   is  love,  it    is  with  His  tender  love,  That  He  crowns  our  days. 


ST  U~: 
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Tenor  voices  and  a  few  sopranos  sing  small  notes.  All  other  voices  sing  the  alto  melody. 


No.  129. 

n  Stately. 


Grandma's  Minuet* 


Ruth  McConn. 


fi: 


1.  Grand.  -  ma  told 

2.  Grand  -  ma's  hair 

3.  Now     she  sits 


me  all  a- bout  it;  Told  me  so  I 
was  bright  and  sun  -  ny,  Dimp  -  led  cheeks,  too, 
there  rock  -  ing,  rock-ing,      Al  -  ways  knit  -  ting 


could  -  n't  doubt 
ah!    how    fun  - 
grand  -  pa's  stock  - 


it,     How     she  danced — my    grand  -  ma  danced, 
ny!    Eeal  -   ly    quite      a       pret  -  ty  girl, 
ing,     Ev  -  'ry    girl     was    taught    to  knit, 


it 


r 


m 


P 


Long  a  -  go. 
Long  a  -  go, 
Long     a  -  go, 


i 


How  she  held  her  pret  - 

Bless  her!  Why,  she  wears 

Yet  her    fig  -  ure  is 

!  ,  i 


ty  head, 
a  cap, 
so  neat, 


isr 
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Grandma's  Minuet— Concluded* 

How    her  dain  -  ty  skirt  she  spread ;  How  she  turned  her  lit  -  tie  toes, 
Grand -ma  does,  and  takes    a    nap;     Ev  - 'ry  sin  -  gle  day  and  yet 
And  her  smile    so  staid  and  sweet;    I     can    al  -  most  see   her  now, 


rit 


Smil  -  ing  lit  -  tie  hu  -  man  rose! 
Grand  -  ma  danced  a  min  -  u  -  et, 
Bend  -  ing  to       her    part  -  ner's  bow, 


Long  a 
Long  a 
Long  a 


go. 
go. 
go- 
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rit. 
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Tra  -  la  -  la  -  la,        Tra  -  la  -  la  -  la,      Tra-la-la-la  -  la  -  la. 


No.  130.  Come  and  Worship. 

James  Montgomery. 


W.  Owen, 
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1.  An-gels,  from  the  realms  of  glo  -  ry,  Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth; 

2.  Shepherds,in  the  fields  a  -  bid  -  ing,  Watching  o'er    jour  flocks  by  night, 

3.  All  ere  -  a  -  tion,  join  in  prais-ing  God  the  Fa  -  ther,  Spir-it,  Son; 

-f2"  -?L    -0-  ^ 
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Ye  who  sang  ere  -  a-tion's  sto  -  ry,  Now  pro  -  claim  Mes  -  si  -  all's  birth. 
God  with  man  is  now  re  -  sid  -  ing,  Yon-der  shines  the  in  -  fant  Light. 
Ev  -  er  -  more  your  voi-  ces  rais  -  ing  To  the  E  -  ter  -  nal    Three  in  One. 

i  1| — , — 
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Come  and  wor  -  ship,  Come  and  wor  -  ship,  Come  and  wor  ship, 
Come  and  worship,  Come  and  worship,         Come  and  worship 
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Wor-ship  Christ  the  new  -  born  King,  Worship  Christ  the  new-born  King. 
 fc=J — I  ta^   U  J  1  t 
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No.  J  31*        Bonnie  Charlie's  Now  Awa\ 

Lady  Mairne.  Scotch  Folk  Tune 

Slowly. 


Arranged  by  T.  L.  Gibson. 

9 


1.  Bonnie  Charlie's  now  a-wa.% 

2.  Hills  he  trod  were  all  his  own, 


Safe  -  ly  owre  the  friend-ly  main,  Ma  -  ny       a  heait  will  break  in  twa' 
Bed    be-neath  the  bro-  ken  tree,  The  bush  that  hid   him  on    the  plain. 
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back     a- gain,Bet-ter  lo'ed  ye  can  na    be,  Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 


 "j  i — r-S»^H^^— "h  1™^  1  p-^^^H^H  i— » 


t±=;  il — -g-tp- 


-3- J 


 »- 


8 


Copyright,  1908,  by  Thomas  L.  Gibson. 
129 


11 


i 


